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Lettice should heuceforth put on » white cap acd 
starched apron, and attend the lodgers at their 
meals. 

““T won’t do fb!” the gfri replied, with & 
spirit she had never shown during all her five 
years in Nortov-stree, ‘‘I don't mind working 
hard for you-and ‘the ohildreg, Aunt Maria; but 
your lodgers shall not treat mlike atservant, I'd 
sooner run away.” 

“You'd have to run to the workhouse; no 
where elas would take you io,” said Mrs. 
Thurston, mockingly, sud. then she seb out with 
her children for the Park, most of the lodgers 
being from home on that bright saunshiay June 
Saturday. And Lattice cried till her» head 
ached, and her eyes burnt like fire till she could 
hardly see to drive the needle through the very 
ragged sock that she was darning. She saw no 
prospect before her in the future. There was no 
one in the whole world who wanted her, but all 
the same, Lettice’s mind was made up before 
Jane’s (the presenb howsemald) cuonth of warning 
expired, Lettica would run away from Norton- 
etreet rather than take her place, 

Mrs, Thurston's husband had been infinitely 
above her, both in heart and culture, and his 
brother, a poor consumptive tutor, had married 
“‘a lady,’ so that from her mother poor little 
Lettice had inherited feelings not in the least 
comprehensible to the bustling lodging-house 
keeper of Norton-atreet, 

A thundering knock at the door startled 
Lattice from her sad day dreams ; she knew that 
the housemaid was out, and the cook busy in the 
kitchen, so wiping her eyes she hastened down- 
stairs te anawer the symmon:, 

A straoger etood there, a young man.of six or 
seven-and-twenty, with the very.,handsomest 
face Lettice had ever seen—dark expressivesbiue 
eyes, just now shadowed by some Dani, trouble, 
clear cut aristocratic features, and-eutly dark 
brown hair. t 

He was dressed in the most approved) fashion, 
and a rosebud bloomed in his buttonshole, 
was not in the least'a fop ora dandy, ‘but be was 
oue of the uppor ten thousand, and everything 
about him revesled the fact. nT” 

* He must have come for Mr, Fans,” decided 
Lettice In her own mind. There was no/other 
lodger she could imagine to be on epeaking terms 
with the stranger. 

Mr, Fane had only been in Norton-street a few 
weeke. He was guite different to the City clerks 
who formed the usual run 6f Mrs, Thorston’s 
inmates, being, ia fact, the eldest son of an old- 
established country lawyer, in London for. efx 
months to ‘‘ improve” himeelf before being ad- 
mitted ae his father's partner, 

Lettics liked him because ha always treated 
her as a lady, and not as only the equal of the 
two eharp-featared London servants, 

“Ts Mr, Fane in?” asked the stranger, eagerly 
—s> eagerly that Lettice felt quite sorry that 
sue bad to answer in the negative. 

“Can I wait for him! I want to see him on 
urgent business.” 

**T expect Mr. Fane fn to tea in half an hour. 
I can show you his room, if you would like to 
wait for him,” 

Lettice tock the stranger to the drawing-room 
and saw him enaconce himeelf in an armchair by 
the window before she went back to her darning. 
She had hardly taken {6 up before she saw Mr, 
Faue coming down the street, She was in the 
hall before he had taken his latch-key out of the 
lock. 

“There's a gentleman upstairs walting for you, 
Mr. Fane.” 

** Why I hadn’t an idea anyone likely to look 
meup was in Lonéon,, Will you send us some 
tea, Miss Dene, while I go and interview my un- 
expected guest?” 

He hung up bis hat and ran lightly upstairs, 
the picture of a good-natured, easy-going young 
fellow. A fully admitted lawyer and turned 
twenty-six, Mr. Fane, senior, still complained 
that his son looked ‘ridiculously young.” He 
had exhorted him to acquire dignity and im- 
portance before he returned to the paternal 
offic, 

Denis had acquired neither yeb, He mounted 
the stairs two at atime, and clattered—no other 





word quite expresses it—Into the drawing-room. 
Then he stood still—transfixed as it were—with 
astonishment at the sigho of his visitor, as he 


exclaimed,—- 

“Why, ite Jack!" 

They had been friends from boyhood. They 
had not only been at school and college together, 
but they had. seen much of. cach other in holiday 
times, for their homes were not six miles apart. 

Five years ago they had parted. Denis to 
enter on the long course of pre’ tion ne 
for his father’s profédsion; Tee bevel a 
year or so” om the Continent, and, as hie uncle 
put It, see the world, . 

Apparently 16 had taken a long time to see, for 
it was only three months since Jack returned to 
hie native land, and from some strange accident 
in. those months the old friends had never met. 

“Why, old man,” Denis cried, cheerfully, "I 
thought you were down at Asheroft, having bon- 
fires blazing and bells pealing In your honour. 
My father wrote me word there were geveral re- 
joicings on the estate st your return.” =~ 

“TI believe there were,” said Jack, dejeotediy. 
** 7 didn’t mind at first. Iwas as glad to come 
back as my unele could be to have me, I ran up 
to town # fortnight ago in the beat of spirite, 
just to look about me. . . and then———” 

Denis asked no questions. It was quite-clear 





had closed over my follies.” 

“ What have you been doing since ?” 

‘* Travelling to-and-fro on the face of the earth, 
I couldn’s rest ; I couldn’s settle my thoughts hen 


to him Jack was not “in the best of spirits” }halt 


now, but he only said cheerfully,— 

*T hope you are not in a hurry, old chap? 
Tea will be up directly, and then we'll have & 
geod yarn together over old times,” 

“T hate old times,” said Jack, with s sigh that 
was almost a groan. ‘‘I wish I could « 
Lethe and ferget everything. - Denis, 
most wretched fellow on the face of the 

‘wAnd he looked it, There was an : 
reckless mi 
secret trouble lay at Jack's heart, he was 
it badly. gt 

Denis Fane had one rare quality—tact. He 





| waid. nothing while the servant waa in the room 


meaner tea, He. asked no questions'as he 
fill petty He gave no that he koew 


his friend's wae a0 visit. He went on 
methodically with bie meal, while Jack draiped 


-two cups of tea with feverish thirst, and 


ernmbed: up a piece of toast without eating a 
maorse}, 

But when the teatray had been removed, Denis 
pulled a big‘armehair to the window for his guest 
and took another opposite; then pushing the 
tobacco towards Jack, he asked, — 

“Won't you light up, old fellow! I’m ready 
now, and whatever it fs I'll do my best for you.” 

“T’m in an awful mess.” 

Denis Fane nodded. 

“Money ?” 

“No, I'vecome to you, not so much as a 
friend, but because you're a lawyer, and-——” 

“I'm @ solicitor, right enough,” interrupted 
Denis, “but I’ve precious little experience. I 
was only admitted this year, If it’s o serious 
matter you had much better go to some first-rate 
man,” 


“T will go to no one but you, I don’ want 
advice ; I don’t want experience, All I need fe a 
man honest enough to tell me If » thing is lawful 
or not,” 

“T can do that much, at any rate,” eald Denis; 
‘fond if it'll make things easier for You, 
Jack ; I've guested for a good while there was 
something wrong. You went abroad for twelve 
months and you ‘stayed for five years. When 
the time passed and passed without there being a 
word said of your coming home, I felt aure that 
you and Sir Godfrey had had a dispute.” 

Jack shook his head. 

**I don’t think he liked my being away so 
long, but there was no diepute. People call my 
uncle despotic and self-willed, but he and T have 
never had a single difference.” 

**T beg your pardon ; [thought Miss Seaton—” 

"Td forgotten that! Yes; Sir Godfrey has 
set his heart on the marriage, and used to ask me 
in every other letter when I was coming home to 
propose to her, But that’s not my trouble, 
Denis." Read these two letters,” 

He tossed them across the table to his irlend, 


fm his blue syes. Whatever’ 








in the world cav avail you. you 
nalllionaire or moderi Orossus, the result would 
be the same ; only death can undo the pas !” 

“Then I am a ruined man?” » 4 

“ Hardly that. Don’t make things out worse 
than they are, I can’t see that yom. are bound 
to tell your uncle.” 

‘Tell Sir Godfrey! Why, the, one object of 
my life will be to keep the secret, If money 
could avail—if help of his could save me from 
my fate, I would rick everything and confide io 
him fally; ae { is, I shall the in 
silence. No human creature In knows 
the truth, Denis, bub you, and I know you wii? 
not betray me.” 

"Never, while I live!” answered Denis,. 


firmly. 

I'm only twenty-seven,” said J bitterly. 
“Tb isn’t very old to have wrecked my octal 

“JT won't acknowledge that your life i> 
wrecked,” returned Denis, " Even supposing Sir 
Godfrey disinherits you and leaves everything to 
Miss Seaton, you have a fixed income enough to 
keep you quietly, and with your talente you are 
sure to make a name for yourself,” 

Jack shook hie head. 

“Talis wretched business has taken the heart- 
out of me, I don’t care now what becomes of 


Denis Fane ptt Als hand on his old friend’s 
shoulder, ae 

“You are hard hit now, Jack, and you, can’t 
pull yourself together, yet tn o little w you’) 
see that even now you can make plenty of 
interests in your life.’ , 

With « firm hand-grip the friends parted. 

Lettice Dene, standing at an upper window, 
watching for the return of her aunt and the 
children, had a good view of the. or na he 
walked quietly down the narrow to. the 
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‘Lue same June sunehine which poured down 
upon Norton-street, Bedford-equare (Mre, Taars- 
tou much preferred that address to Bioomebury), 


mado the street unbearably hot, fell with a: 
i ralis | and squalor which always follow in the wake of 


great industries, and it can ‘vie with any other | 


up the stone masonry, and in the pie- 
bo aa gardens caliing summer flowers lato 
1m. 

Sir Godfrey North had passed three acore years 
end ten, bub he was bale and hearty still; a 
power'in his neighbourbood, feared and respected 
by many though loved by few, the chief traits of 
the Baronet’s character being those which awaken 
admiration and envy rather than affection,” Twice 
martied, he was now a widower cf ecme yéars 
standing. His first wife left him a daughter who in 
early youth incurred his displeasure, and-died un- 
recalled, unforgiven ; his eecond, a very pleacant, 
Decaagellay Woetb, will Wreapht ast oblp Wagar 

camé Lady North, an fan onl 
with her to Ashcroft. 4 

Susan Leigh and Doris North, with six years 
between them, never became on ‘sisterly terms, 
Gentle Lady North loved her atep-danghter 
dearly, but Susan from the firet never cared for 
Doris, the difference in their positions wae too 
gteat. Miss Leigh was penvilese unless Sir God. 
frey portioned her for his wife’a sake and Doris was 
an + ey Susan was a kind of model young woman 
who never did anything thas was.mot exemplary. 
Doris was a creaturo of emiles and tears—a 
gentle, ee R day made ‘to’ be ted and 
careated,' Her fu was d of beauty 
and expected her to make a brilliant match. 

At. twenty-two Suean h married ‘the 
curate of Barton, the parish which Ashcroft 
was the “show place,” and as she lived In the 
village she was hardly parted from her mother. 
Lady North took Doris to London to be presented, 
and the young heiress had many ad 6, but 
she favoured an utter detrimental, a mere 
claseical tutor whom she met almoep by accident 
when he was acting as y coach to the sons 
-of a neighbour, Godfrey forbade the young 
man the house: Doris settled matters by sloping 
wt him, and then Ashcroft’ knew her no more, 

d it was only long after that ‘the nefghbour- 
hood learned that she and ber Hiisband both died 
within a few of their ill-atarred marriage, 

Lady North and her hueband lived on alone 
for a while; then Sir Geoffrey adopte! his 
nephew, a Ind at Eton.’ Very soon aftet, by a 
pee parr eapett Lady North'and her son-in- 
law died within a of each other, and it 
seemed the most natural arrangement that the 
curate’s widow should..return...with her little 
girl to the home of her childhood. 

Mra, Seaton kept house for her step-father, and 
did the honours of Ashcroft right royally. “She 
was 4 clever woman, and if she felt any SB 
of the handsome boy she found installed there 
che was clever enough to kéep it to herself. She 
studied Jack North only less than she studied 
his uncle,tind no doubt she hoped that in time 


to come her little daughter win hia heart, 
when there would be no need to trouble about 
Sir Godfrey's WH) 


It did not please her that Jack went. abroad 
when Julia was only seventeen, and she was still 
jess content that he stayed away much longer 
than ‘awyone expected, bus she was s carefal 
mother and msuaged to’ gtiard Julia from’ all 
love affairs in his absence, 

When he came home he seemed much struck by 
his pretty cousin, but he was terribly dilatory in 
his wooing, and to the widow’s annoyance the 
young people seemed so perfectly at ease together 
that they were far more like friends and coratades 
than lovers, 

Mra, Seaton begen to wish Jack would “ speak 
out,” and she took advantage of the young man’s 
absence in Londoa to hint as much to Sir 
Godfrey. - ‘ 

Ashoroft was lovely place and fully deserved 
tts name, which, {f care >» would 
mean “ a b resting. 





stately halls ; beautifal 
Godfrey's will that everything should be kept at 
the very pink of tion, 
Hertfordshire is essentially the home of the 
well-to-do, If it boasts not a singe large manu- 
‘facturing town, It escapes a great deal of poverty 


‘county fn England of ite size in the number of its 
" stately homes,” 

Sir Godfrey sabon the terrace in a big lounge 
chair of basket-work. Mrs. Seaton. prezided over 
& smal! tea-table at little distance. They were 
séte-d-¢éte, for Julia had gone to visit some poor 
pensioners, 

“Jack woo’t be home till next week,” said 
Sir Godfrey, looking up from the perusal of a 
letter which had come by the second post, 

“No doubt he fiids tie gaiety of London a 
pleasant charge ‘after our quiet home,” guessed 
Mrs, Seaton, whé always tried to propitiate her 
btep-father, and by some gift known only to her- 
self, always managed without implying censure to 
make other people appear faulty in bis eyes, 

“ He ought to be satisfied without racketting 
ebout,” said Sir Godfrey, hastily. ‘I wish to 
goodness he and Julla would gst married and 
settle down,” 

So did Mrs. Seaton, but she would not say as 
muck. “Julia is still quite young,” she re- 
marked. 

“She's twenty-two, and it’s quite time she 
was settled. Tam sure I can’t think what they 
are waiting fori ‘Jack lost his heart to her as 
eoon as be came home~-at least, [ am eure he 
seemed to.” 

"Young men are in no hurry nowadays ‘to 
give up their freedom,” simpered Susan. 

"Don’t talk rubbish ! I look on Julia as a 
grandchild of my own, and I won't have her 
played fast and loose with. Assoon as Jack comes 
home I'shall tell him plainly that he had better 
get married before the autumn.” 

Pare otis. Tam not'sure of Jalia’s wishes, 
an siete 

“Then you ought to be,” thundered Sir God- 
frey, losing his temper ; “you have had time 
enough to find out. [ deslare there’s no one can 
be trusted to do anything but myself. I’m going 
fndloors: now, and you can send Julia to me as 
soon as she comes home,” 

This was not in the leaet what Mrs. Seaton de- 
sired; for whe was by no means eure of her 
danghter, Thovgl: brorght up by a moxt pushing 
and ambitious mother, Julia had taken after her 
father, 2 simple-hearted,’geueroua, and unworldly 


mau, 
Mra, Seaton believed Falla loved her cousin, but 
she wae positive that if the girl disapproved of 
her grandfather's matrimonial project she would 
teil him so regardless of the consequences, 
“Sit down, my pussy cat,” was the old man’s 
fond reception ; "I want to talk to you. I feel 
put out, Men Thave had a letter from Jack, 
telling me ha won't be home © for snothér 
ay don’t you think he ia a very dilatory 
over #” 


“Jack is not my lover,” eald Julia, frankly. - 

**Do you know I am very glad to*have the chance 

of telling you, ‘grafidpapa. I can’t help seeing 

ou and mamma wanted me aud Jack to fall in 
6 we never, never shall.” 

“ And why not, pray?’ demanded Sir God- 
frey, ‘For yeére fb has been my dearest wish 
that ‘you two should ‘marry and share my home,” 
olin genie aeibeapinagty wert? 31k wo 

ulla, gently ; imply won't. Jack an 
I are too much Jike brother and sister ever to be 
Patna Sec hings  ? vegan go home he 

ermany in the e thoughs how delightfua 
is would have eaee it be had married some nice 
girl an@ brought her’ to live with us. Now, 
doesn't that prove I can't bain love with hia.” 
: “Is there anyone else?” demanded Sir God- 


rey. 

~ “Ob, nol” sald the’ gir}, promptly ; “sou 
kriow I have hardJy'seen anyone. Pesides, I am 
ao*happy. here at Ashcroft’ I haven't the leas! 
wish to be married atall,” 

“ And you. aré sure you eab’t care for Jack }” 





azh trees.” Itiwas pleasant in « sense of the 
ord—beautifal in ite mcr yeah bron 


- 


certain that Jack will never care for me,” 


“Tam quite sure; and, Grandad, I am just as 





within, where it was Sir: 


Str Godfrey dined alone in the library ; his tatk 
with Julia had troubled him. After diuner he 
told the butler to bring in the old muniment- 
box in which he kept his privaie papers, and to 
light the fire. Sir Godfrey loved heat as much 
aa & tortoise, and the fre was kept laid in the 
library even in the dog days. , 

Lefo alone, Sir Godfrey cpeued the box and 
tock out his will; it had been mace sever years’ 
before, when Julis was only fifteen, and io left 
everything he possessed to Jack, on ‘condition 
that he married Julia Seaton either when she 
came of age, or (if the testator survived her 
twenty-first birthday) within three mouthe of 
his uncle's death. 

**Tt's not fair to the child to let ft. stand,” 
rumivated the old mav. ‘‘I knows little of her 
mother, Sasan would worry my puresy fnto 
accepting Jack against her own fastincte.” 

With his own bande he tore the wil! into emall 
pieces, which he threw into the fire, and stocd 
watching the flames as they devoured every 
vestige of the paper which had lefe Jack North 
—on one conditfon—a splendid fortune. 

Perhaps Sir (Godfrey understood his etep- 
daughter better than she suspected, for he eid 
nothing to her of his talk with Julls, but he 
galmly announced hf: intention, av breakfast, 
of going up to London on business the nexd 
da 


Mrs, Seaton had no anxiety about bis errand; 
she supposed It to be some little matter con- 
nected with the estate, and never dreamed he 
could think of altering hia will, She kuew that ib 
had been made years. ago, aud believed it would 
not be changed uutil Jack Nurth ma:ricd. 


—-—~ 


CHAPTER IIL 


Lsrrics Dens pondered sadly over her own 
future while she performed the manifold tasks 
that her aunt exacted of her. She felt the time 
had come when she must try to leave Norton- 
streep and carve out a line for herzelf, but she 
waa timid, and dreaded the first pluvgs into the 
hard, cruel world, 

In the five years spen) with Mrs. Thursfon 
Lettice had bad no chance of makiog friends, 
but her life at the Western Orphanage held. ons 
bright memory, and it was to this her'thoughts 
flew back when trying to eolve tke hard problem 
of her future. 

Among the hundred little girls all dressed 
alike there had been one very dear to Leitice. 
Cynthia Hursi was a bright, euuny-tempered 
child of almost dazzling beauty, as different aa 
possible from poor Lettice, yet the two had been 
sworn friends till Cynthia was almost fourteen, 
them her mother married again and had her 
little girl to live with her; 

Mra, Hurst ‘had come to the asylum every 
visiting day to see Cynthia, and she had often 
noticed Cynthia’s friend, and when she came for 
the last time,in all the gladness of ber new 
rosperity to fetch her daughter home she had 
bidden a very hearty good-bye to the friendless 
Lettice, 
Up to the time of Captain Thurston’s death 
Cynthia and Lettice had correeponded regularly, 
Then the former went abroad to finish her 
education, and Letiice left the orpharege to 
enter on her life of drudgery in Norton-atreet. 
But before Cynthia left Eagland she sent 9 very 
loving letter of gocd-bye to her old schoolfellow, 
and her mother added a few lines, giving her 
London address, and begging the lonely gir! te 
write or come to her if ever she needed » 


And now when Lettice felt she must icave her 
aunt, when in ail the world there seemed no one 
to advise her or to care what became «i her, the 
recollection of Mrs, Carleton (that was Mis, 
Hurat’s pew name) and her kindaeas came to the 
lonely girl like a voice from Heaven, It she wenr 
to Mrs, Carleton, perhaps for Cynthia’s sske she 
would help her to find.o situation where she 
would not always be taunted with her poverty ; 
& niche in some family where she would nop 
always feel herself the one teo many. 

Mrs, QOarleton lived In Kensington, the old 
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Court euburb, which takes no prefix of south or 
west. It was a long way from Norton-street, and 
wwettice knew she could not hope to go there and 
back unknown to her aunt. 

But the Monday after Jack North’s visit to 
hie friend fortune favoured her ; the only vacant 
room in the house was suddenly let, and Mrs. 
Thurston discovered she must have several 
things from the Stores, and diepatched Lettice to 
erder them, 

It’s quicker than writing, and Iwill say this 
for you, Lettice, you choose things carefully: 
Well, what is it?” for Lettice was looking at her 
with such appealing eyes. 

**Do you mind if Iam not intotea! I should 
like to goa Little further when I have left the 
Stores,” 

“What! You want to go to the Park, do 

you! Well, there's not much to see to to-night, 
ao ff you are in puociually by six I can manage 
withoutyou till then.” 
, % overjoyed; she worked with such 
wai Toat she was ready to start three, and 
thous her list of commissions at Stores was 
a long one, she managed to gab attended to so 
promptly, that It was only half-past four when 
she reached Mra, Carleton’s. 

The tall footman admitted her at once, He 
knew his mistress too well to say “ not at home,” 
when she was really in the house. Probably 
Lettice was the shabbiest visitor he had ever 
usbered into the tasteful drawing-room, but he 
was quite a model servant, and announced her as 
respectfally as though she had been a peeress. 

“ Miss Dene, ma'am.” 

"Lettice, my dear child, I thought we had 
quite lost sight of you.” 

A motherly kiss was pressed on the girl’s face, 
and Lettice’s eyes filled with tears, 

**Come ia here and we shall not be dis- 
turbed,” said Mrs. Carleton, as she led the way 
into o small inner dra -room, “You must 
tell me all about yourself. only wish Cynthia 
was here to help me welcome you,” 

* Ta she still abschool?” asked Lettice ; ‘‘ she 
is older than I am,” in a wondering tone. 

“Six months older and she has done with 
school ; it makes me feel quite old to think of it. 
She wae married last year, and she has s baby.” 

** Cynthia married }” 

** Ah, time does not stand still,” said Mrs. 
Carleton, “and now, Lettice, tell me all about 
gourself. Iam afraid, dear, life has not been all 
stnshine for you since you left the orphanage.” 

It had been all shade, but Lattice did nob say 

#0; she only told Mrs, Carleton that her aunt re- 
sented her presence as a burden, and she wanted 
to go out into the world and work for her 
living. 
‘To seek your fortune,” corrected the lady. 
“ Lettice, I believe Mrs, Thurston has been un- 
kind to you or you would nob be such a pale, 
frightened little creature. Now, tell me, what 
ean you do” 

Lettice described her abilities. The lady 
Ustened with a foreboding of failure. It was the 

of trained nurses and certificated teachers, 
would take a girl who owned that she 
wasn’t clever at anything.” 

But Mra. Carleton was much too kind to speak 
her fears; she pressed Lettice to come and stay 
with her; she would be so glad of her com- 
panionship, and they would lock out for the 
altuation together. 

But Lettice refused. She spoke gratefully and 
sorrowfully, but firmly. 

“You seo, dear Mrs. Carleton, Aunt Maria 
would be farlous if she though» I was going away 
‘to be a lady and do nothing,’ as she would call 
it ; she would think me idle and ungrateful, Bud 
if I leave her to work for my own living she 
can’t complain; besides’’—and the girl smiled 
wistfully at her kind friend-—" supposing I came 
here and you could nop find me a situation for 
weeks, think how hard It would be for you to 
have me quartered on you for all that time.” 

Mrs. Carieton’s eyes filled with tears ; she had 
been poor herself—very poor during her widow- 
hood, and so she knew just how Lettice felt, 

“VYory well, dear,” she agreed, ‘‘ we will leave 
it like this. I will do my best to find the situa- 
tion, and then, before you go to it, you must 









spend a week or two with us; it will [be ‘a little 
holiday for you before you begin fresh duties; and 
you must let me ged you anything you as 
Mrs, Thurston won't care to buyfyou vew 

when you are leaving her.” 

New clothes! Why Lettice had not had a new 
frock since the mourning for her uncle, Mrs, 
Thurston’s old dresses were “made over” for 
her, and as they had seen hard wear before she 
got thom, it was no wonder she looked shabby. 

Lebtice left Mrs. Carleton in the best of spirits, 
delighted at the result of her visit ; but, alas ! 
time hed passed too swiftly in that pleasant talk, 
and when the ab the post-office clock, 
she saw with dismay that it wae nearly six. 
Ab the best of times it is ae Se ee 

i n to Bloomsbury, ou, ti 
bad » hilliog of her own in her teehee rare 
chance, yet as the omnibuses were cro with 
men returhing home from business, it was a long 
time before she could secure a seat, and as 
stoppages were so frequent that she grew it 
frantic. The church clock struck seven as she 
turned into Norton-street. Cinderella could nob 
have been more dismayed at the stroke of mid- 
night. Lettlce trembled as she walked up the 
front court. 

Mra, Thurston opened the door. 

“ You ought to be ashamed of yourself!” she 
cried, giving Lettice a smart box on the ear. 
** You are more than an hour late, What mis- 
chief have you been up to?” 

“Tam very Sono of answered the eee. 


* Indeed, I h as much as I 
“Tell be a ous time before I trust you 
out again, 's the change |!” 


“The change?” repeated Lettice, too dazed 
ie Roig haste, and the recent blow to under- 
stand, 


“Don’t repeat my words like an echo, The 


change out of my two pounds. The things 
ee bay would nob come to more than thirty 


“Twenty-nine and sixpence,” repeated Lattice, 
wondering how she remembered. “I have half- 
a-sovereign and ce in my purse.” 

She put her in her pocket only to with- 
draw it in perc iC eg yi was gone. 

The few pence ont of her own shilling. were 
pete ron Pipoqual vp a a _ 
whic ter security in 
cee’ dress had vanished. _ 

The storm which broke was terrible In a two-fold 
sense—terrible because it frightened the nervous, 
sensitive child almost into a Git; terrible because 
no woman ought to give way to such temper, 
Mrs, Thurston gave full rein to her anger. Her 
blows descended like rain upon the unresistin 
victim. Gis called Lcskdies” crust vaste saat 
asserted boldly that the purse was not Joab at all, 
the girl had ueed the money for her own pur- 


poses, 
Lettice was so stunned and Mrs. Thurston so 
angry that neither of them heard the sound of a 
latch key. They stood just where the alterca 
had commenced, and Denis Fane coming 


“Mrs, Thurston!” he exclaimed, “what on 
earth is the matter | Your nieos looks ready to 


t. 

“* And serve her right too,” cried the infuriated 
woman. “I hope you'll lock your things up 
carefully in future, Mr, Fane, for it seems we 
have a thief on the mises,” and In a few 
ear A words she gave the history of what 


Denis. Fane looked at Lettice kindly, 
She was to him more like little 
child than a woman old enough to be 
of love, If she had been ten years old instead 


4 


twenty he wonld have acted just Sy ge 


“p forgive her this once,” he ¢ 
suasively, “for you know, Mra, T 
dents do happen to all of us sometimes. 
I loet a cheque belonging to the 
They didu’s take me for a t 


+ 
a4 
14 


accepted my explanation, The cheque was 
stopped at the Bank, and two days after it was 
found among a lod of deeds I hel. tea. 


I 


away in the chief’s private room.” 
** My ten and eixpence won't be found,” 


E 


t. The purse | kindly. 






FE 
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Mrs, Thurston, grimly, * Lettice has taken“care 
of that,” ‘ 


es od 
“Let me replace it,” pleaded Denis’ Fane. 
You see having been in a similar scrape myself 
j Miss Lettice.” - 


concerned their comfort was due to Lettice, 

“T could nob thank you half enough last 
night,” the girl said, simply, * but I shall 
forget your kindness,” 

* Nonsense, ip wasa mere trifle. I say, Mise 
Lettice, haven't you any other relations than 
Mrs. Thurston !” 

“No, both my parents are dead, Uncle 
Thurston got me Into an orphanage, and then 


came 
ih was é. pitiful little story, and Denle felt 


for her, 

" Well, if I were you 1’d try and find another 
home,” he said, kindly, “Things seem awfully 
hard on you here.” 

There was no time for more, Jane was coming 
in with the eggs and coffee. 

Denis Fane was at the office by half-past nine, 
and soon settled to his a work, He liked 
clever av ft. 


tive. 
"If you know John North's address send him 
home. Bad news,” , 


(To be continued.) 
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A HAUGHTY SPIRIT. 


| eaimeeiael 


[A NOVELETTE.] 


CHAPTER I. 


I THK,” says Fioris, reflectively, ‘' I should 
prefer. clusters of primroses scattered about the 
skirt two trails of them; the former will be 
vr ¢ fective, Don’t you agree with me, 

ta ’ 

“T Jeave the arrangement of them to you,” J 
answer, busily tying up a small bunch I have just 
ner **you are cleverer than I in such 


” 8 ;” Florisremarks, 8 trifle dieda!nfully. 
" You mean I have tbe soul of a milliner ; should 
I feel flattered 1” 

Then she turns abruptly to another subject. 

** Do you like Lorne Hastings f” 

I can hardly say yet, I saw so little of him 
pve night ; but Frank thinks him extremely nice 


we mit of Frank’ "3 Fag i semnar ie my 
8 emphatically; “Mr. magn not a 
very long remove thin a prig, although Mra, 
Drummond sivgs hie virtues to loudly. I hate 
a good young man.” 


laugh outright. é 
‘That sounds very anorthodox ; your young 
affections surely don’t crave aspendthrift 1” 


“My dear, there is w medium in all things, 
though you can never hiv {t. By a good young 
man I mean » terribly correct one, who Is so 
cold-blooded as never tobe tempted even to an 
indiscretion, There is no merit in being good 
when you can’t be bad.” 

The April sun glints down upon her bright 
brown hair; the pale, piquant face, which {s 
shar ean of bak being pretty, wre the 

ar de great es, W ahe 
now bends upon me ceredips g of criticism, 
ail i Hastings eaid he thinks you very pretty, 

“T am greatly obliged to him ; he shows nice 
discrimination,” I answer demurely, 

“Tam glad you're so easily contented ; you 
ought to have felt insulted, because everybody 
calle you the lovely Miss Dare with thle one ex- 
ception, I suppose he conslders it plebelan to 
genuively or warmly ad ag 
ah I ey you've taken a — him, 

¥ ‘ou very marked attention.” 

* hotieae Sten, Dron d gave me into his 
charge,” viciously ; but once—for all his courtesy 


—we were on the very verge of a quarrel. How 
. ripen ytd sioee bho to real Sager. T hate 
ich mer.” 


“ Firat she hates good and then rich men,” I 
say, with mock surprise ; '‘ won’tehe go. facther, 
and rgd be tesh nag to had whole sex?” 

‘No; but if one fs only moderately clvil to 
the more youthful ones théy instantly conclude 
one admires or is‘in love’ with them. I am only 
natural in with elderly or married 
men ; with one can be frank and easy. 


yellow flowers, an oug 
the has finished her task she turns to me again. 

“ We will go home now, Rita; there fs a great 
deal to be done to our dresses before can be 
called respectable. Poor, dear, old 
grenadires! I'm afraid they would not bear in- 
spection by daylight, they aré getting so de- 
plorably rusty,” 

“They have done duty so many times,” I 
say, discousolately ; “and this morning when I 
——_ papa if there was s chance of getting new 

tresses for bein a he shook hie head 


and sighed y ‘ 

“ How hateful genteel poverty is,” Floris cries, 
tossing aside her flowers, “I wish I were a maid- 
of-all-work ! I should then have a little money 
to call my own, and no position to maintain, 
And you, you foolfeh Rita, are to marry a 


" Frank soon to get a living,” I say, 
smiling ; “‘andif weare poor we shal! be happy.” 
" As love-birds ; but one can’t Ive upon love. 
Hush! I can hear voices—oh !” peering through 
the budding bushes—" this is fun ; Mr, Hastings 
and Mrs, D:ummond—-listen, she is speaking of 


“ Eavesdroppere never hear good of them 
selves,” I say, sententionsly ; and Floris shakes 
my arm to enjoin silence. 

Mra. Drummond pauses in the pathway to 
gather some speedwell, and as she stoop», says,— 

" Rita Dare is decidedly lovely, although you 
have the bad taste, Lorne, to call her pretty. 
Now, Floris cannot pretend to beauty (my sister 
here re toe gare eae she is 4 moat In- 
teresting: loo an r eyes are simp! 
wonderful.” ™ 

** Are they t"” indifferently. *' Will you tell me, 
ocd name vend you sing the young lady’s 

80 ntly to me?” 
"Because I want to eee you married; the 
*Vineries’ wants a misirees, and if you do not 
marry you will be runn'ng away from us again on 
& four years’ tour,” 
" Ab preeent,’”’ Lorne Hastings answers, ‘'I do 
not intend taking 9 wife, and under any circum. 
stances I should not choose Miss Floris Dare,” 
‘Why in the name of all that is reasonable?” 
ejaculates our friend. “She is young, amiable, 
preiny be plished, and of even older family than your- 
self, 
I look at Floris, her fair face and neck are 
erlmson ; but she fa listening intently for Mr. 
Hastinge’s words. 
" My objection to her is that she is poor. Now, 
don’t su I wish greater wealth than I have ; 
but when I take a wife [ will run no risk of being 
married for my money,” 
“For shame, Lorne ; you are doing Floris a 
huge injustice ; but it comforts me to thiok that 
she does not even like you. Your manner has 
not impressed her favourably.” 
“Fam rejoiced to hear it; because since I 
was promoted to coats I have been the prey of 
all matchmaking mammas and their daughters, 
simply and solely because of my wealth. Now 
3 aa Drummond, know as = ” one - 
or Is mortgaged—yes, every tric it, ap 
that old Dare cannot call ag much land his own 
as be could cover with hie hand. I am not 
foolish enough to forget that I should bea great 
catch for his daughter.” 
Then they move on, and I turn indignantly to 
Floris, The change in her quite frightens me ; 
her face is almost ne. in ite pallor, her grey 
eyes are well-nigh black with rage, the delicate 
nostrils are dilated, and the seneltive lips are 
tremulous. I lay my hand on hers that is 
clenched. 
* Floris,” I say, deprecatingly, “you would 
listen.” 
She flashes on me, 
“ Did I sup; T should hear anything #0 
mean, so , a8 the words Lorne Hastings 
has said of me? Does he think I am eager to 
win him? J would not marry him now, even if 
I loved him. Did I not say he was a prig? And 
how dare Mre. Drummond suggest such a thing 
to bim,” 
wr springs up, her great eyos blazing, her face 


7 
“T will make him suffer,” she says, in an 
intense tone, ‘I will make him rue the day he 


never been so hurt; I would rather Lorne 
Hastings had struck me than he should havo etld 
such words.” She Jaughe again, then mechanic- 
ally gathers up the flowers and places them In 
her basket, whilst the faint colour slowly returns 
to her face, But how dark areher eyes! What 
pride, what passion, brood fn thelr wonderful 
depths ! 

‘* Whilst you were walking to and fro in 
the first moments of your rage,” I remark, 
“you reminded me of nothing so much ag a 
tiger.” 

“TY felt like one,” Inconfcally. Then quickly, 
“do not tell anyone that we overheard the late 
delectable conversation—you must not, I will not 
he thwarted of my revenge.” 

“T shall remember thab. Even Frank is to 
remain in ignorance }” 

“ Certainiy, I don’t want Frank Steriing 
preaching to me about forgiveness, and quoting 
impossible precepts. Let us go now.” 

Together we leave the wood, Folks call me 
besutiful, but as I look at Floris I envy her. 
The proud, intellectual face, the sonl-lit eyes, 
the meshee of bright hafr, fn which the sun fs 
entangled, seem very great possessions to me ¢ 
and although Frank praises my face and my 
petite figure, I often feel myself but an Insigaifi- 
capt listle gipsy after all. 

We walk home in almost utter silence, I wish 
T could make you understand how beautiful the 
grey, old Manor is despite its dilapids!ed condi- 
tion—how fragrant the wild, unkempt gardens, 
which Fiorfs and I love better than the most 
carefully kept grounds of our neighbours. 
Everywhere one is conscious of poverty, but it 
ie poverty made beautiful by trees and flowers, 
We bave never had any grant trovble, slihough 
Iam nineteen and Floris a year younger; and 
es mother dled at ber birth we never knew her 
value, or the extent of our loss. The only care 
we have known is lack of money, and a dfficuity 
in procuring suitable clothing, and unfortunately 
one can’t go clad in a toga and barefooted, 

Papa meets usin the hall ; he looks worn and 
ill, and the smile with which he greets us Ie 
faint and sad. Floris slips her hand in his arm 
and in the softest of voices sayz,—— 

“Now, papa, you are worrying about thab 

lawyer’s letter, Oh} don’t deny it, you wicked 
boy! Tet me ask if troubling your brain sbont 
deeds and mortgages which never will or can be 
~pald off will help you fn the least }” 
The slow amile flickers over hia face agnin as 
he looks into her wonderful eyes, and smooths 
the bright brown hair from her snowy forehead. 
She lifts her lips to bis. 

" Kies me!” she says,”coaxingly, “and take a 
holiday from care to-day, Rita, show him our 
epoils, Now, if you sre an extremely good child, 
I will bring my wok into the study and alt with 

ou.” 

Papa takes the piquant wild-rose face between 
his hands, and lays his lips to hers; then he 
says, with a little sigh,— 

" Poor girls, poor girls! but life fe very hard 
for you.” 

We protest sgainsh this, whilst I declare no 
woman ever was 80 happy asI., Then we run te 
our roome, to throw off our hate and wraps, and 
half-an-hour after we are sitting basily sew!ng, 
whilst papa looke on hs!f-palned, and half. 
amused. ; 

It ts Florie who designs Uttle alterations aud 
improvemente {n the shabby grenadines ; Floris 





met me—the day he spoke slightingly of me; I 

will make his life « m to him——” 

“ Don’s, I implore, you frighten me; your 

words sound like curses,” 

She laughs very bitterly, and walks to and fro, 

her clenched, small hands banging by her sider, 

her breath coming quick and short. | 

“ He shall love me,” she says, hardly above a 

whisper. ‘He shuli love me to his own bitter 

cost,” 

She is usually eo happy-tempered that my 
ab her extreme rage holds me silent ; 

suddenly she returns to me, and, dropping on 

her knees beside me, speaks in a breathless 


way. 
“Have I scared you, Rita? Pvor old girl! 
I think I have frightened myself. I didn't 








poor curate, as if you nob already been 
rurfelced with poventy.” é 


* 
>. 


believe I could be so violent, but then I have 


whose fingers nimbly pleat and frill the cheap 
cream lace which is to adorn the necks and 
sleeves, 

Iam not 4 great seamstreay, or a clever one, 
and papa says laughingly, Frank would have been 
wiser to take my sister than me, Then she 
arranges the primroses {ou fanciful clusters, fater- 
spersed with a few leaves of maidenhair-fern, and 
having completed this task, and placed the flowers 
in water, she declares herself tired, 

“ We must begin to dress early, Rita, because 
the primreses must be fastened om at the lant 
moment ; they fade 20 quickly,” 

Shabbily dressed as we are we yet onter Mre. 
Drummond's bali-room with a sense of pleasure, 
The scene is so bright, the flowers so exquisite, 
and there fs such a pleasant murmur of voices 
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@ Qwinkling of founta'os, 
(uo tiene, 

Hrs. Drummon: ia the best of hostesses, and 
sagieeta none of her guests; only Floris and I 
are especially well, being old friends and 
RVORTLES 

{ keve kad three dances, aud am réatiog with | 

¥ portmer, close to Ficris, when our hestess 
sppreaches with Mr, Hastlog As they draw 
ear i experience 6 uervoits feelirg, aud watch 


that we entfeipaie a 


my elater anxl 
in answer to some words from the young map 
*e tives end bows coldly, regarding him with pa 


aimly, contemplative alr which evidently as- 
apiches iim, 

May he have the pleasure of a dancat” She 
‘wee atoo know, but fancies she is engaged for all 
fay he seo her programme? Oh! certainly, if 





vag will afford him satisfaction; 
ifter » moment's pause, during which Florla 
#@diues to look indifferently ab him, he aaye,— 
‘Why, Miss Dare, { cousider your mistake my 
tenes; you are disengaged for a waltz, a 
wiucka, and the varsoviana, Which msy 1 
vert 
“f aut perfectly indifferent,” she answers in 
ane 






nitialx, and returns it to her ; 
he gianees down at it, and a fainb addition of 
aiour cteale iato her cheeks. 

Pardon, you have taken the waltz. and vareo- 
vrisua. [ cav allow you but one dance; choose 
setweer the two.” 

**May Task?” be questions a little nettled 
‘yg ber manner, “if you are reserving the Jast 
wos ducces for eome more favoured indi- 
vidus}?” 
“Certainly you may ask, but as your ques- 
fou saveurs of iniportinerce I shall not answer 
‘I beg your pardon,” his face fushing hotly, 
I choose th? walte ” 
Then anether partner claims her, and I begin 
wouder at ber strauge conduct. Surely she 
already foregone her determination to make 
fmt tove her, for her manner to him was decidedly 
repellant {& watch her through the whole 
vewiog, end see her bright and smiling until 
wue Kaatings joins her; them the changeful 
ses are almost black with remembrance. of the 
Tmeals he has placed upon her, and the piquant 
face se proud that is mfehh form a formidable 
rival to that of the beautiful, unhappy Marie 
Aateinetts on her wey to the guillotine, 
[ cit owt the waltz, having found « quiet cur- 
valoed nook, and from oy post, of vantage I see 
ris and Lorne Hastings gilding through the 
cnagzat of zichiy-dreased girls and sombre clad 
met 
S ongetiones Tf lose sight of the black dress with 


s ieding primroses, but only for a moment | 


soon it Sashes befors me again, and I see that 
wirg Haatings is intend upon the fiaahed 
apitiiwelle face of his partner. 

Before the walis f+ ended, however, thoy 
zuit it, and ke leads her te a kesh so very close to 
me that through the screening ferns I can see 
euwt hear all that paseea, Floris is once again 

idly calm, and as the young man bends over 

5, he says, — 

“Thy am I so repuleive to you, Miss Dare?” 

“be grey eyes open wide upon him, and slowly 
fewuing herself, she saye,-— 

{ seareely understand you ; please explain,” 
“Yow treat me as you dono other man, Why 
teint” 

“Wo ad you have me treat every stranger with 
fhusion ¢’ 

‘Ma; but I would not have you quite forget 
to be courteous.” 

fhe laughe a little, silvery, mocking laugh. 

“ Poor Mr, ‘Flastings,” she saya, with galling 
tty.* I perfectly understand how a touch of 
jadiference must wound you--you who have 

Jmayes been flattered and teughd to believe your- 
self a great and wise man.” 
He pauses as if tuo angry to speak, and the 
rey eyes watch Lim with hailf-veiled Cotight in 
‘eigeiabarrassment, At last he says,— 
“At our first meeting you were less—less—’ 
“ay lese caudid; ib will do as well as a 


“ Perhaps 1 was; perbaps I do not kke you 
bebter on closer sequaintance,” 

He certainly haa a sense of humour, for 5 
smile Lreaks the line of his lips, aud after a 
moment be laughs aloud, — 

‘‘ What e very frank young lady you are!” 
‘ Yor,” careleasly glancing ab him ; “ my sister 
and I are so poor in thia world’s goods it. is 
neces ary we should be rich inthe virtues and 
graces.” 

Lorne looks somewhat confused by this, open 
confession of her poverty, aod turnms to another 
subject. 

“You will, of course, be present at Mra, 
Bright's fete?" 

“| hardly know; we have not yet accepted,” 
"Oh! but ib will be the best thing of the 
season ; and I suppose the pyrotethnic display 
will cy simply marvellous, I shall hope to meet 
you thers.’ : 

“ Pray don’t, yon might be disappointed,” sar- 
castically. “We shall probably absent. ourselves 
on the plea that we have no dresses to wear. 
This," touching her dress with one gloved hand, 
“will not bear any further inspection. Why, I 
have worn it ever since J came out.” 

* Surely,” with a show of sympathy, “ thiogs 
are not quite so bad ab the Manor as your 
words lead me to suppore?” 

“They are worse,’ coolly, ‘‘ Come and judge 
for yourself; the gardens are converted into 
wildernesses, the gates fall from their hin 
and so remaln ; the grass grows ia the ane 
and all the doors are sadly destitute of paint ;” 
then, ab his look of utter astonishmend, she 
begins to laugh, 

“Surely a man of Mr. Dare’s acquirements 
might do something to alter the present state 
of affaixe }” 

“My father ie old, and has ill-health, and 
neither my sister nor myself can leave him alons 
whilat we go out to earn a livelihood,” 

“ Pat Migs Rita is soon to marry Mr. Sterling, 
I believe,” 

* They are waiting until he gots a living ; he ls 
® poor man.” 

“Thev,” says Lorne, bending curious eritical 
eyes upon her, ‘‘'you. must redeem the fortunes 
of your house by marrying a rich man.” 
She colours fatatly, but says, — 
“Thank you, no, Mr. Haatings,.. I do nob care 
to play the beggar-maid to any Cophetua, I 
certainly should not choose to be reproached in 
after days with my former poverty, and re- 
minded of Cophetua’s generous condescension— 
end o rich man always believes he may marry any 
woman for tbe asking.” 

“You ave very severe; I think you are like 
the chameleon, too, for Mrs, Drummond told me 
you were amiable, I 6nd you the reverse,” 

She turns to him with her pretty smile, 

' Now we shall be better acquainted, for you 
are forgetting to be conventions}, I like you 
beat ip your antagonistic moodsa—they ab, least 
are real! Now, please take me. back to the 
room. I cam ses Mr. Ferguson searching for 
roe.”’ 

The reay dawn is breaking when the dancing 


flowers—screps of silk or muslin, and. ribbon 
bows of all colours. We are taking our leave, 
aud Mr. Hastings is cloaking Floris, 

“T will call your carriage,” he says, “ff you 
will allow me to leave you for a moment,” 

My cheeks begin to barn uncomfortably, but 
my sister remarks, coclly,-—- 

“We have never known the luxury of a car- 
riage, and even a ‘one-hores fly’ is a trifle be- 
yond our means. Ose of Mrs, Drummond's 
servants will escort us to the Manor,” 

** Wil you favour me so far aa to accep) my 
attendance in lieu of s foobman’s?” he aaks, in 
his moat conventional tone. 

Fioria smiles, and that wicked light comes 
again Into her eyes, } 

“Tam not quite so barbarous as to put you to 
such torture, Mr. Bastiogs!” and then, with o 
pow, she jeaves him, and soon. we are trudging 
along, weary, but well-pleased with the evente of 
the ball ; end Floris Jaughe in her own bright 
way at the queer spectacle we present. 





Cesraker word,” TYioris. remarks, audaclously, 
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ends, and the ball-room is strewn with faded | 









ae 7 


two girls, our 


sround is distinctly visible, 
dresses lifted to our waists to eacips contact with 
the grass, look remarkably like atorke; 


and 7, tf eee 8 hath nowe are visible 
through the opening d. 

At the Mauor I pause, and tender the footman 
a emall donation, which he receives with the 
solemnity of an undertaker, Floris, who ia 
always without money, bestows a sumile only, but 
his whole face beams with pleasure. - 


oe 
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CHAPTER IL 


Ir is a week before Mira. midge ie and two 
days a ball ere I stand in ye 
room ob faces and sparkiing eyes; for 
there on the bed lay yards and garda Be pe rl 
tinted atuff:, laces and ribbons, aud just a little 
note from Mrs. Drummond, which we have read 
aud kissed with miogled tears and laughter. 

Thus {$ rans,— 


“My Dartrmc Giera,— 

‘' Permit an old friend to offer you each a | 
araall token of her love ; aud do not feel aggrieved 
that she has ventured to supply the needs of 
your toilette, You must believe you are as dear 
to her a¢ though you were her own daughters 
(would to Heaven you were |’). 

Then she drops the third psreon altogether, and 
finishes thus, — 
ure in wearing 


“ May you have ag much 
lease let me know 


as T had fn selecting them, 
the eizs of your gloves. 
“ Your loving friend, 
* Herry Dacumorp.” 


Floris turns to me. y 
“Oh!” she cries, a little thell Ia her volce, 
“how good to be well dressed once! It is alt 
folly to say, ‘beauty unadorned is adorned the 
raat!’ However lovely @ woman Is she increases 
her lovelinese by good and evitable clothiag. Who 
cares to look twice at adowdy? I shall make my 
dress in a severely classical style, and we must 
decide on yours quickly, because we have only & 
week in which to make them.” 

A bright spot of colour burns on her cheeks, 
and her eyes fash as she catches up the maseos of 
sea-green material and draws {t in graceful folds 
about her preity figure, “It sults me admir- 
ably,” she says, after & pause, “and Mrs. 
Drummond could not have chosen woything 
prettier than coral for you. .Now, Rita, let us 
go up and thank her.” 

80 together we go to “The Wold,” as Mre. 
Drummond's handeome house is called, and when 
she comes smiling into the room I thank her fo 
a few, very sincere words, : 

Floris only takos the elderly, pleasant face be- 
tween her de and. kissed it once—oh! po 
fondly—that it lighte up marvelously snd is 
almost beautiful. 

“My darling girls,” says our friend (but 
always she locks ad Floris), “‘do not thank me ; 
it was 4 real pleasure to me, I assure you ; acd 
never having bad children of my own I look 
upon you'as my daughters. Come oub into the 
garden, it is quite warm,” and we follow her 
through the Freach window, and_presently find 
ourselves seated under a huge ceder. 

Ficris touches Mrs. Drummond's hands gently. 

“T wish you would tell us something of your 
life,” she says, in her most caressing toue ; 
‘were you happy io your marriage ? because, if 
80, YOU were an exc to the general rule.” 

“You should not speak 80 bitterly, ae 
with a fond glance ab’her.* “Happy! Well, os 
the world goes, I was. But my joy fell far short 
of what I once imagined I should feel. You aee, 
Floris, I married a man who loved me.” 

“And not the man you loved{” Floris ques- 
tions, breathlessly, “Ah! that’ was -bad for 

ou,” . 

. “ And for bim1" gently. “TI did not deceive 

him, bat when he came to die he moaned out 

if T bad but loved him as he loved me he 

have beeh a happy man. As it was he had 
, and died uncomf: 
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Dawn has come so quickly that every object 
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women, The man ¥ loved was your mother’s 
brother, Theodore Maxwell, and Ps bres he 
left Et cut himself off from all his friende, 
an Bet Shy" 1 sy why did You cond bits 
tway when you loved him‘ ” 
* “Becsuse, my dear, I wax a weak, eilly fool, 
ry pat ; and whe Tknew they were 
sgaine cit athal, that + Drummond was 
rtihes” intended me to marry, I geve in to 
Este Bake’ Floris says, with awit scorn, 
io Ri ‘thd cling to my lover, despite 
pet P ; 
"Colla, I was not strong like you ; now let us 
épeak of other things, I do not love to re- 
tember the past.” 
The , week that follows is full of pleasurable 
excitementand work. Viorle and I are deep in 
che my #, of dressmaking ;. she cuts and 
designs, and then setities to. work with her needle 
in ® truly business-like way. We talk much of 
the féte, and I am free to confess our new dresees 
Ms cig our re ot — noon, ry ty od 
Papscomes sad :goes, smiling ruefully at 
litser we make; there is not.a chair left. for him 
to sit upon, f the couch is occupied by 
Phe any before the jéie we Outch k( 
day b our work, (or 
Bink | for Floria bay eti!! our hats to make), 








and rma cf with pardonable pride to deck our. 
eelves fn odr.uousual finery. dresses fit ad- 
infrably, and. Floris drags me down to the study 


* Look, papas” she cries ; “what a success! 
Did you. ever see Rita look so lovely j—end as 
for me, I feel like a chrysalis:who has just barst 
inté a kutterfiy,’’ 

He regards us both with tender pleasure, and 
praises our handiwork so highly that we are quite 
elated ; thenmssays Fioris, saucily;— | 
“dd you have admired me sufficiently I will 
lee Pet vl much an ae that I 

D* y-alave -wou y. chap 
places with me for twenty-four Sant ‘ vf 

During the sunny morning the hats or 
“toques,” as I believe are called, grow 

ly under -the fingers of ‘this genius of the 
needle. Probably the ‘‘slap-dash” style in 
whieh Fiorls arranges the folda of green or coral 
material would break the heart of a milliner, 
but the ‘effet is'good.. And when the morrow 
comes, and we are dressed in ali our sp!endour, 
Mrs, Drammoad arrivee in her 
a huge bouquet of crimson roses reared in her 
own hot house, It takes Fioris but avery little 
while to arrange the flowers in our hats and at 
the throut, fastening, too, a little cluster at the 
waist ; and so we atart, our kind friend looking 
even more delighted than we. 

* How is ft, Rita }" she questions, “that Mr. 
Sterling iu uobto be present?” 

 He‘has goue to see his biehop, and we fancy 
he is to have the offer of a living.” 

“If such is the case we shall soon lose you.” 

“Yes,” I answer, biashing hotly ; “bot you 
have forts,” : . 

“ For how long?” with a sigh, “EF feel it ‘is 
my daty to get her well married, and that very 
quickly, ' Sie"ls fitted to shine in society, not to 
be buried alive in a hole like the Manor,” 

Pray,” says Fiorls, with playful sare<sm, 
“tony ZT ask ‘who'ls to be eget one !~-for 
am convinced he is already ce . 

‘* Well, my dear, you couldu’s do better than 
marry Lorne Hastings.” ° - Abts 

My sister's face grows a trifle paler. 

“Thanks, Mrs, Drammond, but I dislike and 
despise him with all my heart.” 

“My dear!” with bands uplifted, in greatest 
astonishment, ; 


“Te fe ‘true,” Floris answers, nod! 
her bind bee . “He is a conceit 
't look shocked a io Hod 
obteing now even In good acciety, He is 
his caine which he belfeves any and 
every woman wotltd marry him.” 
Mca, Detmmond emiles again. « 
“You are's0 violent, Floris, that I shall stfil 


each to the other, He is clever, good, amiable, 
handeome——” 

“Oh!” seoffiogly; “an epitome of. all the 
virtues and graces, I Aate paragous, whether 
male or female,” 

Then we step ont, and are presently moving 
through » crowd of county folks, none of whom 
are strangers to us, and suddenly Mr, Hastings 

ins us. I don’t think be admires or likes; 

ioris, but he is interested In her character, and 
Wishes to study, it. As he holds her hand a 
moment he looks steadily into the clear, grey 
Ba on with her native audacity abe asks, — 

"What are you inking {Are you admiring 
my costume ¢ 

*" Partly that,” smiling slowly. ' You are one 
of the few women who know how to dress. 
When you entered the grounds I failed to 
recognise you, I was looking for the greuadine. 
You remember you told me if you sppeared here 
at all ib would be in the despised black.” 

“Brown you wonld say if courtesy permitted 
it,” sho answere with a slight laugh..." Iv really 
és dreadfully rusty ; bub this gala hat is Mra, 
Druatmond’s present and made by me.” 

* By you?” he.sayas, fo eurprised accanta. ' 

. Agsin she laughs, — 

“Yes, we cannot afford a maid at the Manor, 
and vinleayeerg Pap dislike the work.” 

Always abe Up our poverty to him with 
a careless, it candour which is. evidently 
new in his experience of women. Throughout 
the pleasant:hours which seem so loth to go her 
meoner fs. perfegtly fascinating, perfectly 
bewildering—one moment gracious, another 
proud, and again so ecornfel that Lorne Hastings 
is really puzzied, and can form no just estimate 
of her character. Once when a youth has en- 
grossed her attention he turns to me,— 

‘*Mias Dare, your. eleter is quite unique—a 
firefly, a Lurline—a witch. Why ahe, she knows 
more of me already than any other person 
would learn in six months, and 1 am quite still 
fo the dark eoncerning her, .. 

,. Floris veers round,— 

“You called me a firefly, Being ove, my 
light: should show you all you'wish to know, A 
Lurline, too! that'is nob flattering! When I 
fatend luring men to deatriction I shall not 
omg simple boatmen ; my prey shall be nobler 


She fs standing in the glow of the red light 
east over the large Jawn, avd her face la un- 
naturally pale by contrast, The lovely grey eyer 
meet Lorue’s with a half-mirthfu!, half-langnor- 
ous look. He starts, snd under his breath he 


says, 

“She is very beautiful. Miss Dare, what 
magic does she use to make even a confirmed 
bachelor like me thrill fa’ her presence ?” 

“Why do you whisper, Mr, Hastings? You 
are talking treason, I fear,” 
“No no, Miss Florist) Why should you sus- 
pect me?” ..He moves to her side, aud saye, 
very softly, | 
“Let us be friende! Why ehould we waste 
all our daye in idle bickerings and sarcasms 1” 
She lays ber slim, email hand in hie. 
“ Friends | Yea ; bub you mnuab be content to 
take me as I am, with all my imperfections on 
my head; And, Mr, Hastings, I will not deceive 
you in anything. My friendships never. last 
longer than three months; 80 now, i? you will, 
you may draw back from the yet unseeled con- 
tract.” 
A monient he seems averze to her—a sort of 
shuddering repulsion sgiges him; but at one 
languorous glance from under the half-dropped 
heavy lashes his heart is moved towards her, aud 
EY ih ace Four ida 

will accept your friendship on your own 
conditions,” t 
Then they move away, snd I see him no more 
co : he ind into ies carriage. 
y day a py one,” he Bays; 
“and yours, Mise Dare 7” me 
“O11” she answers, coolly, ‘I have spent 
worse; but fétes are so much alike. They 
quickly pall upon me, and it ts tedious to meet 





hope; It is better to begin with hate than 
indifference, and you are so admirably suited ! 


. 


she puts up her hand to conceal a yawn, which F 
am quite sure is affected, 

**@ood right 1" Lorne Hastings saye, coldhr 
“Twill relieve you of one companion who hee 
proved tedioue,”* and so, without another wosa, 
he goes, 

Then my sister leana back, avd Janghs so- 
merrily that even Mrs, Drummond, who was 
disposed to be angry, cannot help but juin in haw 
mi 


“Poor man!” cries Floris, when her heghter 
ceases, “Show I have bewildered him. to-das— 
how often [ baye cffended him 1” 

"FE think, Floris, you have spoiled your chanem 
of matrimony.” 

“Don't speak so severely, my dear, unec- 
pbisticated Mra. Drummond. He is avgry new, 
but to-morrow he shall ask my pardon, and. F 
will teach him: to forgey what sport he bas bem 
tome. A little judicious flattery will win aop: 
man to forgiveness i” 

“To hear you speak at times one wovldl 
conclude you had an uuvfortunste atiachmen 
and were bitter against all men because of. it,” 

Again she laugha. 

“My dear Mra, Druramond you amuse me. 
Am Ia lkely gitl to love, especially a man who 
had no thought for me}” 

‘€T don’t know,” meditatively. ‘‘ When yor 
do love, howevsr, I am inclined to believe it wid? 
be with all your heart and life.” 

“The saints forfend!” with mock digmay, 
**T would rather die than arrive ab euch 8 stage 
of drivel and dotage.” 

Mre. Drummond looks grave, but Floris tf 
audaciously bright--s0 unusually attractive---s he 
has nob the heart to acold, and when she pute ne 
down at our own door she kisses us both fondly, 
then waves her hand as she is driven away. 

After I have reached my room Fioris comes 
to me; she has let down her bright, browa haiz, 
and it fallain waving masses about the snowy 
shouldera (for she has taken off her drew), and 
aa she enters, 20 flushed, so childlike, in appear- 
ance, with such triumph on Up aud brow, Lu 
eatch her close. 

“ How lovely you can be!” Tory. - ; 

Bhe puta me gently aside, and sinks txts a 
chair, 

“I'm not fn the least tired or sleepy, Bila, 
and I want to talk. I never enjoyed my time 
so much in my life as I did at the file. « Wasa’! 

mavagement of Mr. Hastings good |” 

“TI don’t know,” doubtfully; ‘he was very 
angry when he left ua!” 

ahh 1 yes ; but by to-morrow his vanity wii 
convince him my last speech could not possibly 
refer to him; and seeing I am not enrapturect 
with him he will do his best to make me eo)” 

“ Florix, I entreat, don’t play with him Be 
would be so dreadfully in earnest abdut any- 
thivg he undertook ; and what harm has he doxe- 
you’? Loathim go, my dear; forget ali thas he 
paid 1” 


“Yoa, I will, when I have punished hie erzo-~ 
gance!” with a flash of anger, ‘* but zt before. 
i have met him thres times only, and already thes 
leaven of my malice Ile working. I attract hin 
by my indifference aud scarcely veiled comtemps 
of his character,” 

“Bat, my dear, he ia avery catimable young 
man,” 

She emiles as she stretches ont ber white arias 
and leana her head back upon them, 

In fact,” she remarks, casually, *' be te ox 
good he ovght to be translated, or to have died 
young! Let mse go my own way Rite, withome 
further remonatrance,” 

“T cannot ; Lam learning quite te like Lorn» 
Hastings.’ 

* Tt that fa the case," with moek gravity, “ ¥ 
will make no further attempt to subjagate bia 
Ah | poor Frank Sterling 1” 
$* Don's be absurd, Flori«, but tell me, wher 
you have tamed your bird, what will you do 
wich him }” 

Wait and see,’ sententiously. 

She risez, and walke to aud fro, and J wniste 
her with admiring eyor—the perfect grace 0? hex 
pretty figure, the rounded arms and dimpled 





the tame people again and again at every tara, 


to endure their society for several hours,” and 


wrists, and sigh for the possession of her nama-- 
leas charm, 
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Presently ehe turns to me,— 

“Don’t lecture-me, Rita, or think me worse 
than [ am, But I vowed to be revenged on 
Lorne Hastlogs—and so I will |” 

* He is young and handsome,” Isay. ‘‘'Take 
care you are not playing with two-edged tools.” 

She laughed scornfully. 

* Keep your advice, my dear, for those who 
need it. If—if I could love a man who has ex- 

reased himeelf so delicately on the subject, 
Floris Dare, I should sink to the earth with 
shame! ” 

Certainly Lorne Hastings must be changing 
lis opinion of my slater, for the following morn- 
ing he presents himself at the Manor, bearing a 
huge and beautiful bouquet of lifes and ferns, 
which he begs Floris to accept. 

Just a moment she hesitates, whilet a falni 
‘wave of colour flows over neck and cheek. Then, 
with a careless but sweet smile she takes them 
from him, inhales their fragrance, then puts 
them aside with an alr of utter indifference, 
This is the way she always receives his flowers ; 
for, as the days pass, he becomes a constant 
vialtor, and Mra, Drummond tulates her- 
self on the success of her scheme, Bat Floris! 
there Is no softening in her manner towards 
Lorne, and I see, as the days go on, he fs very 
malserable. 


He waylays us in our walks, waite for us each 
‘Sunday in the little porch, sends us gifts of 
fruit — — a Aap Floris with almost 

-like devotion. cold courtesy or 
bon are alike distasteful to him py Rory om 
nature he never secr, 

He does his best to free himself from the spell 
she has woven about him, but fails ignominiously. 
» — noth earnest hess would only jeat, 

e would s gravely her gay laughter 
chases away his gravity—mocks at fi 4 

So Jane comes, and she holds him ag one may 
a branch, by a slender unbreakable cord, and 
when -he shows elgns of fierce rebellion a 
amile, a glance can draw him back to her side, 
only to make his bondage more secure; Some- 
times he speaks of her to me; in fact, we are 
great friends, and I entreat Floris on his behalf. 
But, like a will-o’-the wisp, she mocks him and 
begins to avoidhim. One day I question, “ what 
shall you do with Lorne Hastings?” 

Her eyss are bright as she answers, " Panish 
‘aim as he deserves, and as I vowed to myself I 
would.” 

**Bat be has amply atoned for hiz hareh 
etrictures on poor girls |” 

**Has he? I think not; his punishment is 
yet to come,” 

“ After all, Mre. Drummond was more te blame 
than he Of course, she acted from good 
motives, but certainly she showed very little 
tac t, ” 

“{ aequit her of all blame in the matter,” 
ecldly ; then, in @ lighter tone, “Come here, 
ite, and watch my kni a How 
bravely he carries bimeelf! How his air tells 
one he ‘is armed for conquest, and confident of 
victory !’” 

I look earnestly at her, and see a slight and 
almost indescribable change In ber face, and it 
‘seems to me her laughter is a trifle forced and 
nervous, 

“ake care you don’t hurt yoursef, Floris— 
that you do not grow to love him, Because, if 
ou still insist upon revenge, {t would be 
awkward and hard he you.” 

“Thanks for the warning,” still with her eyes 
apon Lorne’s approaching figure ; “there fe no 
danger for me. I know my own weakness,” 

Still, despite the assurance, I watch her as 
our visitor enters the room; and Is it fancy, or 
does the little band really tremble as ft Is ex- 
tended to him} She seems less composed than 
usual—is nervous fn a slight degree, and does 
not meet bis glance quite so steadily and frank'y 
as usual, Perhaps it ie but a fresh wili with 
which to lure her lover on to his doom, She is 
80 incomprehensible that it is difficult to tell, 

He, however, takes fresh hope aud courage, 
and his voice is very cheery when he addresses 
me, 

“T guess I am to congratulate you, Miss Dare, 
for it is rumoured Sterling is to be appointed 





vicar of Sedgeley ; but, doubtiesa, you will hear 
the good news from him before the day ts 
2," 


The colour rushes into my face, and I have 
hard work to keep back my happy tears, when 
Fiorls, regardless of Mr, Hastings, takes my face 
between ber bands and kisses my lips. “Iam 
more glad than I can say, dear! May you only 
be as happy as you deserve.” 

“I must run away and tell father, He will 
be so delighted 1” and as I leave the room I see 
Fiorls raove to the farthest extremity and begin 
to study the with well-simulated 
interest, I do not find so I return to 
aister. She is on the be eugeting tare 
the French window on to the gravel walk, and 
Lorne follows her with eutreaty fn eyes and 


voice, 
Mr on gah tana rh abl he aake, 
ba 


**T do nob understand you,” she answers, turn- 
ing her cold, proud face upon bim. 

*'Oh ; indeed you doi i tot gh be 80 per- 
sistently avold me? Why do you hate me so 
bitterly that you will not spend five minutes 


and I do not hate you. Iam merely ind 
to you.” 

Then she turns once again and sees me. " Ah, 
Rita!” she cries, cheerfully, whilat Lorne draws 
vexedly back, “you have coma fa time to make 
pa ween two srt sed age 

quarrelling . Hastings 

Her cheeks sre very oem and A 
Caerodee vp ea aeedp age band half 

the folds of her dress is fiercely clenched, 


CHAPTER IIL, 


A Bor day in July ; 0 hot, indeed, that, as I 
walk through the village with Floris, I am con- 
scious only of intense discomfort. Floris herself 
is o trifle flushed, and walks woarily, on 
herself from the sun as best she may with an old- 
fachioned sunshade not much larger than & piate. 

“Tam so hot,” I say, half- 4 


breathlessly, “and 
I believe §I look « — pi, us go 
home ; it te far too sultry for ." 

“Oh!” anewers Fioris, with her customary 
coolness, “if you don’t care to post that letter 
to Frank we will turn beck at once, He, of 
course, will not be disappointed to-morrow wheu 
he gete no line from you.” 

** Don’t be sarcastic,” I entreat, “I did aot 
mean to return until I had put my letter safely 
into the post, but after that I ehall be glad to 
reach the Manor—to throw off my dress, and 
Yen ot aan eoeiiee ua me 

“You are very low- lately,” says, 
‘and that fs foolish, as your wedding-day is 
very near. Next January I ce 
Well, you must invite me often to Gedgeley, aod 
I will endeavour to bring the pater down with 


me. 

I look at her in a sort of pitying wonder, be- 
cause lately she has so —my b 
Floris. Her face is paler thau it should be, 


rt 


eyes are full of a strange fire, and her <oanner is | Jean 


often nervous acd tremulous, and sha had always 
bp” timidly, * happy ” 

“ Floris,” I say, timidiy, “ area’t 

She gives a little start, then cams to mma 
the necessity of self-controi, for she answers, 
quletly,—- 

“Happy! Why should you doubt ft? Ob! 
you, I am very happy !” 

“T doubt it, my dear. Init true that, afterall, 
you love Lorne Hastings {” 

Oh! the angry shame on her face as she turns 
te me, 

“Love him!" she cries, in an intense tone. 
“Are you mad, Ritat There, don’t look so 
grieved, but try to remember, if you can, I live 
henceforth for papa.’ 

“No,” I answer; ‘ you are too bewitching to 
die ar, old maid, One day the man you can both 
love and admire wil! win you from us all.” 

How pale she is! how dark and sad her eyes! 
But her voice s cheerful as she answers,— 


filngs her behind her, whilst I sink 

half- on the green bank; then she 
pone tease es pellagyy! se ph woes oy 
them about ber right arm. It is all the work of 
a moment. In an instant the animal is upon us; 
he flies at my elster, graeps the loove about 
her arm begins to worry it. Sick with 
terror I close my eyes, to open them again at the 
a thank Heaven! thank Heaven you are 

voice 
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She seems not to notice hfs familiarity, as she 
apewers, wearily,— 

“ Yes, to-morrow, to-morrow,” and drawing 
away from him goes in. I follow her, bub she 


waves me back with a glance of and 
so I go to papa and wir bin et Seortheete 
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‘* Papa and J.” ‘ 

There is a moment's pause, then the sound of 
light footsteps, and Floris filngs open the door, 

“What do you want?” she says, pstulantly, 
" Let me alone, Can I have no ” 

ss r Magoo 4 pepa says, gently, — seks 
proudly, too, I came to express my 
your exploit, my gratitude that you are safe, and 
to beg you let Rita stay with you.) |You are too 
ill to be alone,” 

Steers tise Ss aplenty, 

“‘T want e,” aay ly, an 
without further words PP oy Ra wpen us. 


boasts, 

** You are not quite yourself,” she says, gently ; 
“rest « little while. Iam sorry I cannot offer 
you wine;" then, with a little 


this very much ; but Iam afraid you have 
m for me,” 


“Tam sure of that,” Floris ‘ly, and 

toys with her flowers. vaio art 
are roses (old fashioned and sweet), 

pinks, musk, lavender, and rosemary, with one or 
two very late wal! flowers, 

“Ym afraid you're il), miss, If I might make 
— to give oye advice, I should say, go to bed 
an ’ 


sleep 

“ Thank you,” rising, ‘*' Your advice sounds 
good, and I will follow it,” 

She Mrs. Watkyn to the hall- 
door ; but, although she goes at once to her 
room she does not sleep, for when I pase her door 
ab a somewhat late hour she cries to me to go In. 


: : up in » her long bright hair 
ose upon her 8 Fae 
Rita,’ she says, “I am nervous to-night; 


stay with me, dear,” 

b. :’ Lanswer, stooping to kiss her, 
She clings euddenly to me. 

‘I am so weak, #0 foolish, I hardly believe that 
Iam I, You must make much of me, Rita, I feel 
so miserable,” 

Wiss 5 Dene peace the light I hold her eloze 

though I cannot see I know she 


in my arms, an 
is ing quietly. 

. me,” she says at last, “tell meall that 
passed after the dog flew at me, for I remember 
nothing distinctly.” 

“Norl, Icn'y know that when I dared open 
myeyes Lorne Hastings, with a crowd of men, was 
there, and the beast @ead. It seemed to me, 
and to all, that you would faint, xo Lorne threw 
his arm about you, and I entreated the others to 


Plc a laits al oa "hav, 
or aa) e 
danger is past, and I am here’ {” e 
OY, ee were hiswords.” 
“What did I say!” quickly. “How did I 


act" y 
him hold you ao. Indeed, you 
Your head drooped on 
)arta stole about his shoulder, 
ow not speak . to 


” and something |- 





" Fiorls, you have your revenge. 

Yes," a “T have kept my word.” 

My a are you satisfied } Will his pain content 
you w 

" Content me!” huskily."' Oh, yes! yee! of 
course 1am content. No, I am not! Rita, Rita! 
his pain is mine, his paio is mins! When his 
heart bleeds ‘mine will also ache intolerably ; if }.is 
life grows harder mine will be yet harder. Heaven 
help me, Ilovehim! I love him! Gh! fool 
ae v4 ; lingly ; “1 

ab, dear,” consolingly; “loving him you 
and he will ba happy.” . , 

"* No,” , ‘thet can never be unless he 
fell upon evil days. Do you think I can forget 
his contempt of me, his harsh judgment of my 
character? Do you suppose I an tive him a 
chance to twit me with the gifts he had 
bestowed? My heart may break, but my pride, 
never,” ; 

“ Listem to reason,” I cry, almost angrily. 
** You do not love this man at all, or you would 
forgive bis faults. After all, bis mistake was a 
natural one. Remember how he has been 
flattered and sought after by mothers and 
daughters.” 

“ Nothing can excuse his Insolence to me,” 
more quietly. “I conld never forget hie in- 

ender coldness 


Long I reason and plead with her, but all to 
no purpose, she still remaina obstinate ; and ad 
last I give up my efforte in Lorne’s behalf 
through utter weariness and sleepiness. 

In the morning Lorue himeelf appearr. Floris 
is in the lev, I aif at the breakfast-room 


“ Floris,” he says, ae be takes her hand, “I 
ny bng you alone; I have much to say 
you,” 
She meets his passionate glance coldly and half 


acq' ceship,” he answers, vely, 
“ My dear, leb us forget all pride and allt pebty 
differences, and be to each other what Heaven 
intended we should be, Floris, I love you with 
all the force of my nature, the strength of my 
heart, and to the end of my life.” 

He tries to take her hands, but she shrinks 
back, very white and very proud ; and I see that 
the is vainly striving to 

" Love,” he aye, following her in her retreat, 
“T want you to be my wife. The Viveries is a 
lonely plave for a man, unless, indeed, the woman 
he loves contents to share it with him.” 

* So,” at last she answers, with parted, white 
lips, “ because you are lonely you will marry. 
Will no other woman satisfy your fastidioas 


taste }”” 

“My dear,” gravely and patiently, “why do 

a wilfally misconstrue my words, my actions ? 
you not know I am yours only, the first and 

laet love of my life Is given you? Is it to be 

yos, Fiorls ” 

"No, no, no! 
Hastings.” 

“Am I so distasteful to you that you will give 
me no hope?” 

* Yeu,” steadily; but something in her face 
gives the lie to her words, 

Lorne springs to her, throws an arm about 
her, “You love me,” he cries, triumphantly ; 
“then you cannot send me away.” 

He kfeses her cheeks and Iips, whilst she 

vainly for freedom, At last she says, 
with a sob, and in a breathless way,-— 

" Yea, I do love you, although the ehame of 
the confeselon almost breaks my heart. I wil! 
tell you that, that you know how you have 
loet what you now desire, by your own mis rable 
pride and arrogance, No, do not tonch we, 

me further indignity. Oh!” suddenly 
out her hands, why cannot I hate you 
as would and as you deserve }” 

"Floris !” he says, in pain and amaxement, 
“what is my crime? I cannot understand your 


I will never marry you, Lorne 


words, What have I aver said or done that you 
should punish me and yourself so cruelly |” 

“ What have you dons?” in an intense tone. 
Can you so easily forgeb your words in past 
time? Do you remember walking with Mre. 
Drvzamond by the wood the day following our 
fixet meeting?” 

“] ithink I do; but eurely the question fe 
irrelevant }” 

"No, no; that day decided your fate and mine. 
T heard all that was said. Shall I repeat your 
own words to you?” 

“Tf {t pleases you to do ao; but remember, 
Floris, if I did you any {njastica (and I cannob 
remember, that I did), 1 know you then but 
superficially,” 

“Perhaps,” scornfully, "it would be plea. 
santer for me could I emulate your shortness of 
memory. Now, listen to what [ heard: ' Under 
any circumstences I should not choose Fioris 
Dare. My objection to her fa that she is poor,. 
and when I take a wife I will ran no risk of 
being married for my money.’ And speaking of 
my father, you said, ‘I am nob foolish enovgh to 
forget that I should be a great catch for his 
daughter.” 

Lorne flashes duakily, but eays boldly enough,-— 

"TI do not deuy having said these things, 
although, indeed, I had forgotten them until 
recalled by you. Bub you should take into con- 
aideration how little [ then knew of you, and 
how amiable all women had been to me on 
account of my wealth, Surely, Fioris, my 
darling, you will not leb such a foolish thing 
come between us and mar our whole lives?” 

‘* Sir,” she says with the air of a queen, ‘I 
am too proud to marry a man who would in after 
days twit me with my former low estate. You 
and I can be nothing to each other—nothing, 
nothing! and {t would be kind of you to leave 
me now.” 

* But you have confessed you love me; there- 
fore I may hope?” ‘ 

“No,” emphatically, “there is no hope for 
you. You dug the grave of what you are pleased 
to call your happiness. Go—your presence hurte 


“TJ will not leave you thus, or tamely accept 
my dismissal. Think, t, upon my love, 
and show me some compassion, Iu all the 
world there is no woman I desire, but. yourself ; 
and through all my love I will endeavour to 
atione for my folly. Surely you cannot send me 
away now!” 

She shivers as she answers, — 

** This is my revenge, Lorne Hastings. I swore 
I would make you love me; and, fool ae I was, I 
did not think how my revenge would recoil upon 
myself—how at lact, and in despite of myself, I 
should learn to return your passion, But my 
love does not make me a weak woman, therefore 
I can bid you go, 
alone, and shall strive to find my pleasure In the 
thought that you, too, suffer even as I-—-though, 
in truth, you will soouer forget, because you are 
A man,” 

She ceases, and at the revelation of her plot 
against his peace a momentary look of loathing 
crosses his face ; but it is gone in a flash, and he 
atretches out his hands to her,— 

“ Let us forget and forgive all that has passed, 
and be happy in our mutual love.” 

** Happy!” she echoes, fiercely, “is that 
possible? Could I find pleasure in the remem- 
brance of your condescension and your covert 
acorn of my revenge? No, no! we must part ; 
and, for her sake, I hope the woman you marry 
may be your equal in riches as well es birth. 
Good-bye,” with a dreary smile, “If you had 
been poor all might have been different. If to- 
morrow you were brought to poverty, and still 
wiehed it, I would be your wife—to walk by your 
side, to toil for and love you with daily increasing 
love ; but you being rich we grust part, Say 
good-bye, and go. Oh! Lorne, Lorne, why have 
you given me so cruel a leeson ?” 

Like one stricken dumb, seeing the inexorable 
resolve in her face, he draws nearer and nearer 
yet, until his eyes are burning into hers, and 
his bréath is hot upon her brow. He lays his 
hands upon her shoulders ; she reels, and reema 





about to fall, but steadies herself as best she 
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eiszay. “hen, at last he speaks huskily, almost 
Execdhereatly. 

“flow uaforgiving, how harsh you ara! Bat 
eavely in this last hour you will kise me once—it 
is #0 Little to ask when we are partiog for all life 
Zam toe much 4 man to woo you'a second time, 
merély to be rejected again; but if your heart 
relents, and you send me bub one word, wherever 
imay bo [ will return to you. Kiss me and let 

<aane ¢0,” 

Alons in the garden, among the hollyhocky and 
noaee, with none to witness that parting but me, 
of whom they are utterly oblivious—alone with 
wit their enguish and pride { 

Then Floris lifts hor white face to her lover's, 
aod their Hips meet. Her arms steal about his 
eck, nad draw down bis comely head; then she 
fesma back a Httle. - Good-bye! good-bye! ” 
she wails, and he, “You should have spared me 
this! 

dw loog they sre in parting! How loth he 

sis te tear himself away |-—but at’ Inet it is done, 
sod Lorne goes down the drive with bent headand 
uncertain steps. He does not glance back at tha 
preity, pathetic figure, the anguished faca of my 
sister ; and when he has paseed through the gates 
and she can sce him no more she walks wearily 
ito the house and jotns me, 

“Oh! Floris, Floris,’ T cry, “how could you 
doit? Ff you had no pity on him you’ should 
have kad compassion on yourself.” 

She s:iles bitterly ; then suddenly dropping 
vn ber knees beside me, lays her head upon my 
Lap 

“ Don’t scold me, Rita ; remember yeu cannot 
understand my nature. Sometimes I am fright- 
eaed and pusaled by it, Only think I have acted 
for the best, as I believe I have. Now he is free 
$e marry au heiress, and I to spend my days with 
gaps.” 

But atnight, when I kiss her poor, pale lips, 
she clings about ms erying,-— 

‘Oh! my cursed pride, my cursed pride! Why 
sanot I forgive as you would dot Why cannot 
tferged? I do not wish poverty or iil to come to 
ihica, but If it were so, than—then he shonld feel 


tbe strength of my love, and earn, at last, I} 


vared for kim for himself alone, and not for the 
wealth he esteemed too highly |” 

So weeping she puts me away, aud locks her- 
ealf in her room, 


oe 


“CHAPTER IY, 

Conse has left the Vineries, and Frank is duly 
getulled as Vicar of Sedgeley, so that we are 
olerably lonely, although my prospects eeem to 
ae vory brillfant. The bishop of tha- diocese 
aa heard Frank preach, and admired his ser- 
nots—has protaised too, to advance him sa much 
id as quickly as posaibla, Frank himself con- 
iders that now he Is a rich man, being in receipt 
f Give houdred pounds annually, and we are to 

© married early in December. 

Papa, who is sadly out of sorts, smiles and con- 
eratulates me, says that one anxiety the less fs 
spon him; bat oh! if he could see Floris as 
vepptly settled as I so soon shsil be he should be 
nore than content, If ouly she had loved Lorne, 
aaw bright her life would have been ! ‘ 

Agd when he talks thus I glance ab ber fn fear 
2ed trombling, but she shows no sign of pain, 
<tilles aven brightly, and declares she’ considers 
an old mafd's life the most enviable of all. ‘* And 
pox’ know, ‘my derling,” bending over him and 
eaching his grey balr with her waroi Hp», “you 
cnow the greateet pleasure I bave is to minister 

9 you,” 

“But you will now always’ have’ ms,” hs 

aswers, anxtously. 

& enddett ‘féar flashes Into her eyea, and she 
trawe his head tmpulsively vpon her bosora. 

“©Why will you burt and frighten me?” she 

vans ; then, asdf ashamed of her emotion, “you 
deat oid stupid, shall I not always have true 
rlenda in Frank end Rita?” 


* Now, dear daddy, it you do not wish to reproach 
me do not speak of him to me i 

“ Very well, Floria; but he is a nite fellow, 
and [should have been glad to leave you well 
provided for.” ; 

The glorious eummer preses, avd we hear 
nothing of Lorne from Mra. Drummond, and not 
aoe oe us from hia, yo weg 

cis very great: the pretty, plump ra fs 

growing slim, the once steady hands are tremu- 
ous, aud her temper lees even: Folkd begin to: 
say how rapidly Floria Dare is fading, aud to 
recark, too, ou my father’s changed appearance, 
He is very, very feeble, and apo now to 
lean upon us for eupport. His old studies fa- 
terest him no longer; he has no pleasure save in 
our society, 


Once » visitor devold of tact tells us plainly he: 


is dying ; that hivallment has no remedy because 
in is decay of constitution, and although we pas- 
slonately protest ogainst. her verdichb we know 


that it is true... Day. by day he grows weaker, 


and is, ub | ze-easily wearled. 

And now autumn has come, aud he sits all day 
In his easy chair before the fire, neither reading: 
nor talking, and Floris covertly watches him with 
anguished eyes and tremulous Lipa. 

One day, when he has been particularly pros- 
trated; she flings her arms about me, 

“Oh!” ehe criss brokenly, ‘he ia dying, and 
I shall be alone! You have Frank to comfort. 
you-—whilet I—oh, Heaven ! I am alone,” 

It ia not often she. breaks down thus; she ls 
usually so strong, so self-reliant, and like the 
typical Eoglishman always ashamed of any 
emotional mood, any outbreak of feeling. Even 
now she drawe away from me and tries to force a 
smile, and succeeds fairly, too, being a strong 
woman and proud. 

But day by day I know the ache at her heard 
increases, and wiil increase until ft ia well-nigh 
unbearable. And still my father fades, and by 
the close of November he is no longer able to 
leave the house. 

Then it ts that Floris shows at her best; 
although she is the youngest she takes the reins 
of government, and helds them gently, yeb eo 
firmly, that one and all acknowledge her as 
mistress, 

She holds interviews with the solicitor and 
important tradesmen, and she fairly breaks down 
the butcher’s wrath when she strips off a little 
mourning xing and @ brooch which had been my 
mother’s, besseching him to take them in part 
payment of his account, so that she may once 
again feel an honesb woman, He puts them 
back with a gentleness one scarcely thinks him 
capable of, 

“No, Miss Floris,” -he says, firmly, “no; I 
can’t take them, and I promise you I, won't 
worry you for the money. You shall _pay it as 

ou can,” 

A faint flush creops over her aweet face which 
moakes her look more like the. old Floris; she 
lays her emall white hand in hia large rough 
honesd palm. 

“Oh!” che asys, In the sweetest of tones 
“vou shall ob repent your clemency. I will 
pay you to the utmost farthing, and the iaterest 
too. I will work to save our home from shame ; 
ouly be patient, be patient!" 

Afterwards the butcher loudly gives his esti- 
mate of our characters at the village inn, 

“Miss Dare,” hs says,’ “fis lovely, and nice, 
aud all that, but Miss Florls is the gitl for mé, 
Avy man might go through the world with ber 
and feel no fear, for she would work as well ae 
he; and as for brains—well, she has enough for 
@ man,” 

When I repeat the latter half of his sentence 
ahe stoiles disdainfully. 

That is a very compliment, for the men 
I know have'-hardly the aver quan of 





common séuse, “Now; Rita, I wish to of 
matters nearer to us. EF etippose ‘you know we 
aré in Imminent danger of being ‘sold up, as the 
phrase goes. Weil, [have thought of a plan by 


‘Yes, ges! but, child, I should have been | which to avert auch a climax. Of course you 


wappy indeed if you could have conseuted to | 8 
was Wnatings’ request, It‘ was a splendid | 3 
,» #9 


hance Tox you, 
* Yes, far too good!” sha aaswers, bitterly. 


re poon to be married, and then; thank Heaven, 
you will be free of all this turmoll and care. 
Vary well; there ‘atill*remains papa to provide 


for,” . 


I bave been looking through the papers, and 

have arrived af, what seems to ion a good 

deciston,” CREE LN come 
“YT with I could understand the tectinicalities 


wc ata th was Sal a 
“Ab 1” abe saya, with o 1 are Lappy 
in your lack of knowledge, be tap malin tae 


clever, very often. Well know now. rg A 
gceatest curge @ woman can py Sag: is’ geni 

of any sort. The homely drudges, the gay, un- 
thinking creatures are the hap always. But 
to come to the matter in hand, When you are 
martied I propove that papa and I shall Hl 
some cheap continental town, and live “as econe- 
ralcally as we possibly can, that we shall lef tha 


ges leseons in Eoglish and music.” 
tak th good tht ngs of Ht had ook vo al ts 
take ngs ean youa 
thease = = a nie i ye work 
toge' . a eo; bub my dear, dear, 
cannot let you tof! and suffer alone.” 

“ Frank has waited long enough for you ; do. 
not tax his unselfishness and ce any fur- 
ther. And really, Rita, I shall be happy in 
‘new work--far, far, happier than I now am. iy 
life will be full of labour, and there will be little 
time for thought.” 

“Oh 1 if you bad not sent Lorne away—it you 
would recall him { Remember how he said one 
word from you would bring him. to your side! 
Speak the word, and so be ha py" , 

“Hush,” she answers, tly, “ My place.ts. 
by papa’s side, I will net leave him ; and I 
cannot recall Lorne. He.is prosperous, whilat we 
are sinking ever lower and lower.” 

But her plans are destined uever to be carried 
‘out; for two days after our dear father is taken 
seriously il, and kindly Doctor Firth tells. 
with many expressions of sympathy, that the 
le very near. 

Fioris says not a word, only she grasps my 
hand a di, with almost cruel foree, then 
goes silently oub, and upatairs, with a white and 


rigid face, Z 

T follow In & short while, and find her eltting 
by papa, reading in low and even tones that do 
not tremble or grow faiat with the anguish of 
her heart. As I enter she ceases, and papa 
apys,— 

vf ome here, Rita, I have something to. say to 
you, Although Firth has not told you my con- 
dition I am perfectly aware of it, and I know that. 
I shall live but a few days... My mind is at reat. 
concerning you, because ever pd Aan 

* Dear,” I ery, begt to. sob, “our home 
shall be hers if ehe will only come, Frank loves 
her as a sister.” ‘ 


“ Yes, yex, I know. There) child, do not ery. 
We must all come to this, Bur I om afr 
Floris will not accept the offer you make—poor, 
proud Floris!” touching her hands lovingly. 

She smiles, then says, with a bresk in her 
voice, — ; 

| Dear, if you must go from us; take comfort 
to yourzelf concerning my future, I can and 
| will work, but I won’t-be adrag upon Frank 
Sterling || I am nod afraid’ of facing the world, 
and Mrs, Drummond will be my dear friend, 
helper, and adviser, 

* Oh!” wearily moving amongst bis pillows. 
“ L have striven to.save something for you, my 
girls, but I have found it hard to pay the in- 
terest of the mortgages,.and now the Manor 
must go.” " 

No,” cries Floris, with flashing eyes, “ ib 
shall nob. I will save it, if Heaven will only 
grant me strength and life long enough to com- 
plete my purpose.” GA Foe” 

“ If only you could have married Hastings !” 


ha: he pale face ‘grows (if possible) stil! paler, 
but ehe answers, gently,— Bi faa 
“(My dear, F shonld not have been happy in 


™ 





@uch a union: If ts better as it is!" 


"Frank hind Didden” ine ey oe hanae te Yb be. 

yours.” ; 
“ Thank you, my dear, but I trast wa shall 

never fall so low as to eat the bread of charity. 


ot Jaw, but all those musty old dotumenta be-" 


Manor, and 20 pay off the mx that I 
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That night she insete up attting w 
long tims, but just about 







{ ‘my dear, stay with me }}' 
yout” and through. 
heart’s 


the sound of » hearts 
agony. ; * a ee a be ne bes? Ny \ 

He hardly seems. to hear her: He makes: to | 
answer to her words, bub speaks slowly and 
dreamily to himself,— 

"I see now where I have failed, I should 
have striven more with what I call my fate, I 
should have gone out into the world and fought 
my fight manfally! Oh! my poor girls? my 
poor girls {’" 

" Father, {tis Floria who speaks, You have 
nothing with which to — yourself, snd 
do nob embitter. your jast with fears for 
our welfare 1? 

A. faint smilees of hope crosses his face. 

“My d@earsi my dears!’ be enya, “ Heaven 
prope aud keep both’; Heaven go with you 
dn ntamsanenns . f 
His voiced falters; and dies utterly out; the 

Father, mi’? ean my weeping, 
beside him.’ } 


‘There is nb sound in the room for a very long 
time, save that of my sobs ; the deathly stiliness 
frightens: me,'the very coldness of the Ups I kiss 
chilis me, Then | hear @ voice that murmurs; 
“ Dead) deat! my dear f”’ and ft isso etrange 
—so awiul—F can 


as dark as with the bitterness of unwept 
‘ loris, speak 0 17e, . Y ’ 
She looks “at me il, then ‘slot#ly ‘and 
waike to the door, I rine; 


until £ at ‘ 
Be : er Ae 
weeping In room, wondering 

Floris’: ie eat When at last the 

late daw move” window: and 

look outs in the Tete Flocle-walide with 
‘hands ‘clagped ‘-before her. IT 

run down to her and entreat her t0 come in, 


| dresses, Perhaps 
| Peank's love is 
n _ Rabe en a 


*}  “Tecannot—I have no tears,” My misery fe be 
relief.” Pa ee 
“ Beane I weep and 
ar, erect—with sei 


J fe ds she makea no sign 
| shivers and aways 


|, | desert her ae hor eyes rest apoa the, bed, where 
‘| late that qu ys She. 





| herself and begins 


} pained, Frank, for I would sooner accept alms of 
'| you than aby: ; ‘but must have work or I ehall 
go madsomethin 


Fravk is with us the next day, and Mrs, 
Drummond comes to us with loving sympathy, 
ee tay darts choan hen Is over; but it is 

arranges every —who sits sewing, 

beside Mrs. ree ga at our sombre 
: I never how precious 

this dreadful time, or how 
be pitied that there is R 


. 
sé 


“ My dene, If you'would bub ery your trouble 


yond 
And so ibis, that even the open grave, 
etd Prank’s arm, she 
6 and unfathomable 
tief, save when 
mould rattles down npon the ooflv, then she 
forward, but in a moment is 
he, Add uusgsiated she steps 
ach, and reaching home goes 


chamber, 
her fortitude, Or atouy calm, 











that quiet Jay. She turns to. me and 
Ringw/her ‘arms about me with a wild, hegrt- 


‘y the Lob, my father | corae back— 







th ~~the passionate, useless 
prof \ Bhe breaks from me at last, and slip- 
on her knees, butles her face in the bed- 
and laughs in w terrible way ; peal after 
rings out, She writhes. and fala face down: 
wards to the floor, and not all our atiempts will 
avall to rouse her, She seems scarcely conscious 
of them, and at last, fo our anxisty, we send for 
Dr. Firth, who speedily arrives. 
oper eut i te epi 98 he says, rae 
oor poor ther up, Mr, Sterlin 
and lay her on he bod.” ¢ ' 

He administers restoratives, and placing his 
mouth to her ear, speaks in low but firm tones, 
which ‘inake theriselves heard even above her 
shrieks of laughter, and. seem to compel her 
attention and obedience, for gradually the 
laughter grows fainter, the sobs leas violent, 
until they altogether cease ; and she. opans her 
eyes wide with astonishment at Dr. Firth. 

“ Why. are you here?” she questions, faintly. 

“ You have been {1], and. your friends. sent for 
me. Now, take this draught, and then try te 
sleep. Iam afraid you have tried, your strength 
too much, eo slept but little.” r 

Mt as deserted me,” she says, pressing 
her to her brow... Oh, my head; my 
head, bow cruelly it aches! .. Have I been very 
foolish}. I am potry to. have given you all so 
much anxiety and trouble,” 

Doctor Firth calls me from the room. ‘I 
will send you down a sleeping draught,” he 
aays 5" -_ it your sister atoncs, If she gets 

willbe seriously ili, In the mean- 
while keep her very qaiet,””. Then he presses my” 
hand in token of gis sympathy, and goes away. 

A little later thodraught arrives, and I have 
the satisfaction: of secing Floris soon asleep, I 
watch by-her ali night, sede and: again start 
up In afright, because ‘rest is so profodnd, 
her breath.eo Hight {tscarcely lifts her bosom ; 
and. then I -bend low, and feeling the faint 
respiration upon my cheek and throat thank 
Heaven my fear was unfounded: — 

Io fe-lete in: themorning when sha wakes, some- 
emnene but, pale: and heavy oyed. «For 

or 
)remembering her ‘promise to paps, she rouses 
: ‘totbink’of:her future, Frank 
has urged her to go\with’ ad to Sedgeley (for it 
has been decided:-we shall marry at the carliest 
opportunity); but she shakes her head em- 


LOK will Gwe 10 ‘tose eaything, “Don’t! look 


pg to fill my life; occupy my 





she goes abont reatlessly ; then,’ |} 


weil I have an object before me which will make 
labour a lightsome thing,” 

Tall us what you fotend dolog,” he urges. 

“I shall advertise for a situation as compsnion, 
and before papa’s death is was agread'the Manor 
should be let until the mortyages ate'so paid off, 
Tt will take a lifetime to doit fm: bat k have 
nothing and no one to live for, eo What does it 
matter? I shall save, too, what I van from my 
income, I wish you would take the advertise- 


that} ment to the Harbinger office, and get it inserted 
{ine conspicuous place, Of course Mr, Layard 


(our lawyer) will arrange other affairs, and selec 
vehe teriant from those that apply." 

Pp The advertisement does not appear, however ; 
for Mrs. Drummond loudly protests againat it, 
declaring she is in need of a companion, and 
Fioria muat go to ber, Ia vain the latter deciares 
our, friend has merely discovered her need to 
oblige as, For once Mra, Drummond is cbatinaie, 
and the upshot of it ig that Floris, goos to her on 
a salary of eighty pounds per sanuum. 

"Fancy, Rite!” she enya, clusping her slim 
hands, loosely, “i shall feel like a millilonsire. 
My only foar is that I shall not earn my salary. 
You know so well how generous—nay even iavists 
--Mre, Drummond is?” 

Then one. froxty morning Frank and I are 
married) Both Floris and I dofoat black 
Aresses. for thab “oceasion, “Mra, Drummone 
insisting upon présentivg us with more suitable 


My sisteris my only bridesmaid, and Fraok’s 
uncle gives me away. 

The ceremony being ended we adjourn to a 
quidt breakfast, given by our friend, after which 
Frank and>I start for Sedgsley, dispznelng with 
the usual honeymoon trip, 

So long as I can I watch my sister's elim, dark 
figure, looking so desolate, ao lonely on the 
dreary little platform, and my heart rvproaches 
me for leaving her, so that for many days her 
white face and ead eyes haunt me, acd mar my 
happiness, 

But there fs eo much to doin my now home, 
so many fresh interests, thab my Ife scon grows 
brighter, end when Floris writes it is always in 
eo cheerful a mood that I begin to believe even 
her deep wounds are healing. 

Month after month passes, and it {4 late in 
March when I get these lines from her,— 


“My Very Dear Rrva,— 

“The Manor fs let to Lord Guildford--a 
yery eligible tenant--who has taken it on a five 

’ lease, He has already arrived with ‘ing 

lady,’ the childten, and a retinue of corvants. I 

am glad to.say Mra. Drummond has decided to 

go ta town nextiweek, so that my heart: will nob 
have to. bleed, every ‘tine I look wpow cur: dear 
home and. kuow ib is occupied by strougers, I 
think I hate the Guildfords,— Yours in haste, 

** Puonrs,”” 


CHAPTER *V, 


Oncx again [t is, gummer, pod one day whilst 
Iam sitting in the garden Frank, brings me. 
latter from Mrs. Drummond, AE Ne, 1 


" Dean Rrra (she says) :-— 
“You will be dato hear tha, F.oria 

is recovering her. usyal health and, spirits, and 
has created quite a sensation here, . Her styic is 
unique, so, spirituee, her. intellectual acqui:e- 
ments so extraordinary, that she is quite the 
.. Bub her head jis not the least turned by 

all the homage she. receives ; fndead, |. think she 
ia less inclined each day to listentotany tale of 


ove. Te ate, rf 

“She is positively sought for herself, and nob 
‘any expectations abe may bave ; for I have given ft 
out that my property ie eo strictly tied inp thas 
Ivan leave Her nothing (which of Course is not 
trué, but ‘one can’t ‘be too wary of wolves in 
sheep’ clothing). Only yesterday site refused 
Sir William Lawley; and he is ae young as he is 
rich, ‘and #6 attached to ber} but “ot course’ I 
would not try td force her -Incifistions, and yu 
kiow I! hava “always Wished ‘“hef to motry 


! 





go 
thoughts, engross my whole attention, Ib is 


Lorne Hastings, We have sce him once or 
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" SOVE,” LORNE SAYS IN A WHISPER, “ LOVE, THE DANGER 18 PAST, AND J 4M EERE. 


twice since we came, but Floris has merely bowed 
and passed on, 

“Poor boy! You will be to hear he has 
got Into a very fast set, and it is rumoured he 
nightly loses greab sums of money at cards and 
billierds, and he was such an exemplary young 
man. 


"T tell Fioris the change in him fs due to her, 
but she answers nothing. My dear, I am more 
grieved than I can tell--his mother and I were 
schoolgirls together—and I cannot bear to see 
him unhappy. Pray use your influence with our 
dear girl on his behalf. She fs, if possible, more 
proud than before, and is always correcting the 
mistakes her new friends make regarding her 
position, 

“*You are Mrs. Drummond’s niece!’ they 
say; and she, with uplifted head, and in de- 
murest tones, answers, ‘Oh, no! merely her 
companion.’ Dear child, she never would sail 
under false colours, The first time we met 
Lorne he paused, and put out his hand to her, 
and though she went white as driven snow— 
would you believe it !—she totally ignored it, 
and passed him with the faintest recognition. 
And yet, my dear, there are times when I believe 
she loves him. I should be glad, indeed, if it 
were so, because Lorne Hastings is worthy even 
of her. I shail be glad, teo, if you and Mr. 
Sterling will come to town for a few days, not 
saying anything to Floris of your intention, 
Pray iep me know if you can so arrange it,— 
Your loving friend, 

*Herry Droumwonp.” - 


“Of course, we can’t go,” I say, lifting my 
eyos to Frank’s kindly face {eome folks say it fs 
not handsome, but then I think they are mostly 
jealous ab my good fortune). 

‘‘And why nob, little wifie?” he questione, 
amiling down at me, ‘ You had no wedding 
tour, and havs had no holiday since the day you 
became my wife. Well, you shall have the 
reward your cheerful contentinent merits. We 





will go to towm on Monday next, and stay until 
Saturday.” 

“ But,” with housewilfely instinct, “can we 
afford it} Will it not be very, very expensive?” 

“Nob necessarily, my dear, and you badly 
what my income [Is now,” speaking aa ly 
as if he had five thousand inetead of five hundred 
a-year, ‘' Yes, most decidedly we will go.” 

So one bright summer day we arrive at 
Prince’s Gardens, and Mrs, Drummond meets us 
with greatesd cordiality. 

‘* Floris {sin her room. I will ring for her.” 

Presently we hear @ slow step, so unlike my 
sister’s, that I do not believe {t hers, Then the 
door openg, and I see a slim fi too slim for 
health—dresed in some rich bleck material, a 
white face with most wonderful eyes, and I hear 
a volce, broken with sudden rejoicing, cry out 
my name, 

Then she runs to me, and as she comes she 
bears with her the scent of lilies. Her hands 
are clasped about my neck, she leans back to 
look ab me. e 

“Ab!" she says, with a deep-drawn breath, 
“you are happy. Your eyes tell me that, Iam 
glad—glad—glad! So you have come to see 
me! How of you !” 

“Tb was Drammond suggested ib, and 
we were delighted to accepp her most kind 
invite.” 

She turas a look of love upon her friend, 

"Yon are always devising some new 
some great happiness fur me, It seems to me if 
I spent all my life in your service I could not do 
enough to prove my gratitude.” 

“Tat! tut” remarks that lady. "Your joy 
ig mine, You know I look upon you as my own 
child, But all this time you have nob spoken to 
Mr. Sverling.” 

* Oh, Frank, forgive me! I was so glad to ses 
Rita that I forgot all else, How well you look ! 
Kies me, and return the compifment.” 

“i to say I can’s,” Frank answers, 
having k her. ‘‘I think the best thing for 
you ls country life and early hours, and if 





Drummond will consent I shall take ou back 
with me to Sedgeley. It is Rita’s too,” " 
“You are very good, but I cannot come; at 
least, not yet, aud, indeed, I am well 
and strong, although I am paler and 
than I\ used to be, That is te 
my g Black ts scarcely becoming to 
me.” 


She hurries on in an excited way not natural 
to her, and of her own accord epeske of Lorne. 
to 


: 


“ Have you heard the news?” she questions, 


“Society says Lorne Hastings is the 
dogs, ao a pity; he, with A gy = 
te f 


*P She all the while plays with the rings her 
twisting them round in a nervous fashion, 


| pag. ape dnote bare 
**T am very grieved to hear this, Floris,” Frank 
says, gravely ; and ad in a lower tone, “ Don’t 


ou your. rej of him may have 
Brought abous tht fall?” 
et ih,” 
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WITH A WILD, 


THE BROWN LADY. 


“20 
CHAPTER XXIII, 


Nex? day, at early dawn—that is, a winter’s 
dawn-—about seven o'clock all Carrisbrooke was 
aroused by shrieks. ; 

Mr, Hi oye re, a found ben peat ea 

. Ho 's and foun a \ 
dead. et foolndlin Go: : Haveyd, she 

man, ig Gordon » greatl 
shocked, in a splendid crimson dressing gown. r 

His uncle had been murdered | ere was 
no doubbp whatever of the matter, poor old 
pw He had been ruthlessly strangled fn his 

P 

A doctor was sent for, the coroner was written 
to, the police were summoned, telegrams were 
despatched ; such confusion was never seen, and 
in the midst of all this hurry and trouble, where 
was the old man’s right hand? Where was Miss 
May? No where to be found | 

“Lock her room!’ asid Gordon, author!- 
tatively, “and don’t let anything be touched 
here in my uncle’s apartment until the police and 
doctor arrive," 

The doctor came, and could only corroborate 
what everyone saw, that the old man was dead, 
and had been foully murdered. The next ques- 
\ion that everyone asked one another was this,— 

‘Who was the murderer? Who tiad been fn 








AGONIZED SHRIEK, LINDA YELL FORWARD SENSELESS ON THE FLOOR 


4 


slept iv, and that she had never been seen 
aince ! 


Another remarkable thing was that the piece 
| of black velvet ribbon by which the old man had 
been strangled was a waistbelt of hers, and . 
nised as such by Nan the housemsid. ‘The ba 

of beef-tea, ich stood on a little table un- 
touched, was analysed by Dr. Gaspard afterwards, 
and turned out to contain as much strychuine as 
would have polsoned three people. 

It was remembered, too, that Mlss May bad 
been reading a book on “* poisons” ; indeed, the 
very book, with a marker in it, still lay in the 
deep wiudow-seat. The wretched girl had evidently 
first tried to her employer, and failing 
that, had choked him with her belt-ribbon. 

Bat why! What was the motive of the crime } 
The motive waa speedily discovered. On exam. 
ination Mr. Holroyd’s safe proved to be empty— 
notes, gold, diamonds and bank stock were gone ! 
—~anud when Miss May’s room was unlocked and 
searched at first, there was nothiug to Incrimin- 
ate her, 

The bed was untouched, her toilette-table was 
disarranged, brushes und combs lay about ; a 
pair of neat, but muddy, little boots stood under 
a chair; her everyday dress hung behind the 
door, Shs must have been frightened by some 
sudden alarm, and gone off in her evening dress 
and senlakin soad. 

Her wardrobe was turned out, curtalus shaken, 
drawers rummaged, nothing—but there—there, 





the room Inst?” 

And now circumstantial evidence came fn thick 
and fast, and all evidence pointed with a steady 
finger to Mr. Holroyd’s reader—this girl, who 
came to him without a character, this young 
person, who had a mysterious history and no 
references, 

In the first place, Leech declared that he had 
admitted her at a late hour—past twelve o'clock 
—that he had banded her a candle, and seen 
Ler go straight up towards Mr. Holroyd’s room, 
but that wae nothing uncommon, What was 


near the fender, something sparkled! Ib was 
first seon by Gordon Holroyd, and turned ont to 
be the top of one of & pair of valuable diamond 
earrings that were missing from Mr. Holroyd’s 


safe, 

She had evidently come back to her room with 
her booty, and been suddenly disturbed before 
she could change her dress. The wardrobe doors 
stood open, and drawers were pulled out, as if by 
some one in desperate haate, 

There was not the smallest donbt In anyone’s 
mind that this quiet, pretty young woman had 





aucommon was, that her bed had not been 


committed a cruel murder, and a clever robbery 


to boot, and then made her escape ; and she had 
acconiplices too | 

Tt was now recollected that the previous day 
she had called at the poat-office for a letter, un- 
stamped, and had subsequently had a long and 
very private interview with avery queer-looking 
woman, who was staying at the ‘‘ Red Cow,’ a 
bold, bisck-browed, middle-aged person, who 
looked capable of anything | 

Strange to say, that very evening she bad gone 
off to London—gone at an hour’s notice~-though 
when she first arrived she had declared her in- 
tention of making quite a long stay ; and yet 
directly after her interview with Mr, Holroyd’s 
reader she had gone off. 

Yes, and Mr, Holroyd’s render had brought her 
money, for the landlady had remarked the lean- 
ness of her purse, and this Mrs, Dawson had said 
when she sent out for six-pennyworth of brandy 
that that was her last “‘pice”—a queer out- 
landish expression---til] ashe got some money 
from a friend ; and when she was 5 fon, tae 
bill she pulled a big roll of notes ont of the body 
of her gown, and paid it with one of them, Ay, 
and Jb was a good note, too, for she book it over 
te the “Dacre Arme,” and they said so, for 
the woman that paid it was such 8 strange, 
don btful-looking character that she liked to make 
sure, 

So link by link a complete chain of evidence 
was forged against Mics Tinda May. A warrant 
was issued for her apprehension—a search was 
inetituted —a description was telegraphed to 
Scotland Yard—~-traine were watched-—al! the 
grounds and living rooms at Oarrisbrooke were 
searched—the pond was dragged—aud all in 
vain; Mies May bad cleverly concealed every 
trace of her flight, and had vanished as com- 
pletely as if she had meited into thin alr. 

Imagine the sensation in the neighbourhood— 
in the villege—in the country houses around, 
and more especially ab Squire Dacres ! 

Mra. Dacros wae full of the news. She heard 
it from her maid a1 she wae dressing ; her maid 





had heard it from the dafry-woman, who had 
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THE LONDON BEADER. 














heard {tb from a gardener at Carrisbrooke whom 
abe met running for the police, 


‘Only fancy, Rupert,” she called owt in her 
shrill treble, as she entered the breakfast-room, : 


"Such a thing has happened! I feel all veins 
and nerves! 


“ Whatig it?” he asked, expecting thay she | 


hai seen a rat, or some such trifle, «4 


“ Why, old ‘Holroyd was -nurdepad in his bed 


laat night, and by that girl—that auress — 
that you aud your father have been — such 
@ fess abont |” 

“ What? What are you anying ? he said, 
turning very pale. 

“T'ra telling you thetruth. Perhaps you'll be 
a little more cautious fn selecting your friends in 
fature! The old mao was found etrangied by 
her walet belt-——” 

* And [f be was, that’s no proof againaiher,” 


“Taft not? She was the last in the room last ® an 


night, and she ia nowhere to be found thie morn 
ing. She has rum away, and the polics jo mans 
her!” 

“TY don't believe she had a hand {nm it wo mon 
than you had!” he ssid, emphatically, 


you will nob vame us in the same: 


breath 1” gald the lady, Indiguantly, 
“| Well, no more than I had, then, I believe 


she has beeu made away with—thet abe has’ 


been murdered too!” 

“Ob! some people would believe anything ! 
Fancy | !” to her sister, ‘‘ there is Rupert whe 
won't believe a word against that horrible girl! 
He wants to make out that she has been mur- 
dered, too! Did you ever hear such nonsense?” 

«i Dotestable creature!” said the other, “TF 
took the greatest dislike to her the very firab day 
I aaw her in the churchi She had a aly face. I 
wonder Mr. Holroyd’s friends, allowed him to 
take fn such a person—a mere adventuress i 
However, she is sure to be traced aid caught, 
She isin her evening dresa—the wretch was at 
the penny reading |” 

"Yes, caught and hanged!” esid her sister, 
with gusto, *'They don’t often hang a woman 
now, bub for auch a cold-blooded murder aa this 
there will be no mercy!” 

“Where are you going, Rupert? Yon have 
not touched your breakfast?” 

**P'm going off to Carrisbrooke to hoar all 
particulars, aud to watch the case as Mize May's 
friend, as abe has no one else to stand up: for 
her.” 

*“Y would not let anyone bub us hear you 
dubbing yourself as Mise May’e champion if I 
were you. There’s a terrible feeling agalusti 
her, I aseure you, and people might be inclined 
to say, ‘ Birds of a feather flock together.’” 

» this speech Robert Dacres made no reply, 
but went oud of. the room andslammed the door 
aftor hint; and presently the-two ladies saw him 
riding past the window, and: galloping ad full 
speed across the park, 

“One would think that Ruaperb was bewitched | 
It conid not be possible that he was fn love with 
that creature?” eald Mrs, Dacres,: returning to 
her place, 

“Not he; but he likes to be singular, and to 
take up with people that others avoid. This 
murder is a shocking affair, and happening so 
close !,. I wonder if the Squire will want to put 
off our dance the day after to-morrow?” 

“T hope not, I'm sure. Tiis will make Mc 
Tease Holroyd the heir; eon’t i¢?” 

“ Yes, and Gordon’ Holroyd «first-class match 
i see what you are thinking off, Lizzie, but-he 
does not Cotton te you—that’s » pun ; all bis 
affections are devoted. to Maria > notthat he hes 
rouch te spare for himself, I don’t envy Moria 
either; for although I rather admire Gordon, he 
is. always #0. beautifully dreesed,-rides such rood 
horses, and has s delightfully myaterlons counte- 
nance, somewhat between an Italian brigand and 
Mephistopheles, and gives one the'fdea of carry- 
ing dark secrets tu his bosom; with all this £ 
believe Gordon has a temper |” 

“Pooh, what’s a temper So has Rupert,’ I 
have seen bim turn white with passion." 

‘Yes, with me, When I made a little joke 
about hiv mother; wasn’t he in a rege 1”? 

“And an to Gerdon Holroyd .carrying dark 

rots in his breast,” pursued her sister, ‘* that’s 


- who nad turned out so splendidly by all accounts 


all pom I pace A Rn eon secret, 


te debts, of 
thes ory I ‘Teluh Tota go I outpof h 
grt out’ Ee 


hark aaah to the 
one’s ta tha 
who was lying ott 
war na own 






and j ; , ; <i. 
whe was rather fond of che, rag Asshe 
42¥ent. on 





aw fel!, her eyes became widel 
a be ase hand trembled. To think 
she had taken up—her own protéyde 


diste 
that a 





~—could-~gould-—- commit a ae deliberate, pre- 


would she trust her sénege 2; a 
the bell and tore at it, ~ the astonished 
footman in a great hurry for Sir Thomas, 

“ There—have you heard!” she panted out, 
as he entered the room. “TI take up the.evening 
paper quite fnnosently, and cast my eye over it, 
and see “Sh 


Mr, 
rat 


by excitement and agitation the good lady began 
to cry, 

“ Murdered !” exclaimed her husband, stretch- 
ing out his hand and snatching up the paper 
‘*Show! Umph,” he said, after a pause, * Poor 
old fellow. It looks bad for the gil, certalaly ; 
bab two hundred sovereigns would hardly tempt 
her unless she was a lunatic? She mush know 
that she could: nob cash the moter! And then 
the bonds ; what can she do with them? ©She 
hed a first-rate situation, and was In no pressing 
need of sionsy, Why did she not write and tell 
you herself that she had thirty pounds saved | 
She would hardiy have done ‘such ‘a: thing, for 
she would. ‘be a-loser by the nian’s death. She 
a her place, her homei” 

And you don't think she did ib, Thomas 2” 

**Don’s worry me, my dear.) I can’t say who 
did iv yet. Evidence is strongly sgainst her, — 
what i want to look at is her motive. If she 
planned.to commit murder; why that night when 
she was going ——, — not ay til ee 
Holroyd had gone y in an evening 
dress and) thio slippers ? Sho had ft. all, as far 
as day and date went, in her owt hands; and, I 
repeat, besides risking the rope, she was a loser, 
and not a gainer, by the business,” 

And who was the gainer 7”: 

** What & question | . Who is bis heir?” 

“Teaac ; bat he was notin the houke—-he was 
in town,” 

“True; but Gordon was in the house, aud [ 
have reason to know that.Gordon is fn 
need of money. ) He stands on the brink of ruin; 
he ison’ the,eve of being posted, and being « 
bankrupt, Thia'event will oe a wondertal taliet 
to hint” 

" Good gracious, Thomas 1” obriehed the ola 
lady ;‘' you don’t menn to! sap that: ‘you tidak 
Gordon inas done it” ena’? 

‘* Ldon’t mean to cayanything. Van merely 
weighing pros ‘and cons.end motives: 


of the way than the girl.” 

“You, but where is the girl? Why did ahe 
run away ?.. That of itself looxs like guilt 1” 

“ We do not know that she has run away. No 
one has.seen. her. She: has never been seen since 
Leech saw her going upstairs. . Perhaps she has 
been dose away. with as well as John Holroyd.” 

" Gravious, Thomas! What horrible idens you 





have |" 


meditated murder—and al! f 1 Never |. 


Murder!’ It's your cousin, ag 
d—and murdered by that 
‘that I brought home here!” and overcome | 


may be as Innocent as you are, renter wei 
times etropger reason for putting she old man’out. |! 










mure 








Sim Pda spent naaly a week et, Carrts- 


brooke, and was witness Isaac gt 
solemn face aud well-f Sona and 
Tsasc had a countenance eauily lent i 


og a long upper lip, a long chin, oat a 
— ‘ttle eye. He had no doubt but that his 
had been done to death by that myste- 
eg young woman — he harboured on his 
hearth like a frozen r, till the warmth of 
comfort aroused her ‘aid bs 8 to life. 
Pes Holroyd was gloomy and silent, or {n- 
cacti tok a ued frosts ity of 
: , and con 4 ing quan 
wine; he was ‘hs vores iy startled, a 
, ¢ cial hl frritable, |All. of: Pt on 
peculiarities were duly» ee ee Sir ager 
Sir a 3 = pyr meriy + 
wondered 3° much at any. 
able pep Ngati cencias 
where ehe had fled te and why roar Tyo 
in such haste, ‘Wondered, in feos to phn as van 
zo often, oo. listener ‘lost all patience, and 
ve AURTY, ret Be gg are 
oe Had the house been searched?" theses 
inaaiiines as 
“ The an ” a 
Yea,” almost shout tediG@orden, nays 
‘CT he-easd wing t”? 
** Partly; aud ft was locked up Bho could nob 
get tm there.” i 
‘Maybe you'd ike $b stofech ofa yourself” 
sneered Gordon. *¥Youw! seem) as anxiotis about 
her wierenbouts as shalt hesotted “blot, Rupert 
Dacron!” 
Sir Phomas mate ‘Ghani beyond uttering - 
convistios that he would tind it better for him 
he» could keep: hts Spin betemmaaee tants, 
Dead mer tell no tales; nelther do dead en 
Gordea became perfectly divid ab thia- 
and tar & murderous erous glance on the 
asked bint farloudly, “+ What-he meant? 
mean to insinuate?” and le gatped 
‘gay hoahoeree: «age ~ Lag} Masport eng : 
Me ‘meaty bo insinuete. tg i" reje 
Thomas, woolly. tL. only: Fa like 
what has become of nee re 
-" Phe police say the | sam! 
and I have offered three hundred’ 


SS Ab bY? oeald Sir Thomas, rsings." 
that's a enfe offer }” bet‘ thla de am 
himself os ha was leaving the: 
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B 
Pe 





a= 42 «st 8 @ See ~~ 


= 2 


go MOON & 





Oxt, 90, 1897 


THE LONDON READER. 


63 











word with Rupert, whom be ‘knew el a 
Perhaps he could give him a hint, and two 
were better than one, Sir Thomas was a hale 
old mav, and a fire-rate. pedestrian, and he 
managed to seoure quite easily Captain Daere’s 
company for the walk home, : 
A bad business,” he said, abruptly, 
His com nodded, 
“ Very about the girl! . Ta touches us 
‘For she was a protégée of my wife's, and 
I liked her, too?” 
“You don’t belivve she did iy?” 
“Everyone seems to think 4o,” ssid Sir 
Thomas, evasively. 
« bay Beige here,” returned the young man, 
v7 ‘) know that. The jury brought ia 
raurder against her at the inquest, and there's » 
- warrant out for her apprehension.” == 
a laughed—a hard uvpleasant laugh— 
and — Mad 
“And ‘the Holroyds have offered’ a large 
reward, ‘The warrant and the reward are of a 
picce! I have thought the matter. out most 
cazefully, and have come to my own conclusions,” 
“And what -ate those?” said Sir Thomas, 
quickly. 6 aay 
** You may only laugh at them !” 
No, for perhaps they are similar to those that 
T have arrived at,” 
“ Wall, then, | belleve there were two murders | 
i believe that the unfortunate ‘girl was made 
away bere as well as the cld man—that's whatT 


velieve 

“] believe that too!” eaid Sir Thomas, em- 
phatically “and ‘I'll ‘sb the police to work as 
soon as ever T get back to London, Has it ever 
etruck ‘anyone down here who that girl re- 
sembled §” 

* Yea,” returned his companion with a prompti- 
tude that took away thie old gentleman's breath. 
‘“*She was the image of Arabella Holroyd, and ne 
wonder, that she was her dawgliter }” 

“What!” exclaimed Sir Thomas, coming toa 
full stop im the middle of the footpsth, and 
stariog blankly at bis companion. 

“Her di ter, and if you will listen to me 
now you hear ail about it, and my reason 
for saying Bo.” 

And therevpon he began and told without in- 
terruption the whole story-—of her likenesa, the 
necklace, Mr, Isaac’s ad lion to “his son, the 
certificate, the money made oyer ‘to the gir! by 
cld Mr. Holroyd for security, the utter nonsense 
it would be to suppose that she would murder her 
grandfather and then fy, leaving all her inheti- 
cance in the hands of the Holroyds | 

“To looks black !” enid Sir Thomes, when the 
young man had brouglit his eager and eloquent 
words to an end, "Black as night for Gordon 
Holroyd ; ‘but you and I will keep our own coun- 
eel until we are able to: throw a bombshell into 
his camp! Murder will out, and we shall trace 
her yet, If sho fe what you eay she is, my kin, 
and an unprotected orphan, it’s my bounden 
oom to discover oy fate, and to make amends 
to her memory. anything turns up, avy clue, 
you will let me know, aud I am going to Scotland 
Yord before Iam two days older. ere’s only 
one thing looks bad for the gir) 1” 

“ And what's that !’’ 

"The queer charatter she went to see ab the 
‘Ted Cow.’ “She and that woman had some’ mys- 
tery between them, and I eannot make it-out ; 
it tag say the woman looked a first-class bad 

oo,” : 


“T can clear up this,” seid Captain Dacres, 
with a grave face, “Bub to clear it up T niust 
tell oa A secret which I beg you ‘will respect.” 

“T must introduce you to the skeleton in m 
copboard. It ig not known that I am a 
man-—but I qm; nevertheless. When a mere boy 
i made a foolish match in India~a woman years 
older than me, a stutiou-miaster’s daughter. , 

‘ Whew!” said hislistener, with an involuntary 
whistle, “ And does your father know { ” 

“No; no one knowe in this country but Miss 
May. My wife, whom Ihave not seen for years, 
snd pay well to away, followed me from 
fodia here, met me fn Carrisbrooke grounds, and 
Mica May was a Witnews to our meeting: ‘She 
offered to carry a note to Mrs, Dawson—other- 


Bs or ais es ae Bn 


whe Mrz. Rupert’ Dacres-—at tho*Red Cow,” and 
did nc, I dared mot go myezelf, and I sent a 
‘bundle of notes by her, to get my wife and tor- 
ment to leave the place peacefully.” 

“ Aud so that was ip #” 

Yes, And Miss May's charitable action, 
for ib wae uothing ele, bas been turned into 
another proof of her guilt |” 

“ Well, please goodness, her name will be 
cleared some day, bat we must bide our time, 
You kaow where to find me in London, young 
man?” holding out his ‘hand as he spoke. I'm 

lad I’ve had a talk with you. Good-bye!” and 

tramped off.” 
; {Two mouths went by; and no discovery had 
syet been made with regard to the murder. 
,  Obvher murders had happened meanwhile, and 
people in the neighbourhood found other toples 
to discuss, 

Mr, Isaac Holroyd was now master ab Carris- 
brooka, He diam and penestoned old Leech 
‘and Nav, who married her lover, the gardener, 
jand went to live in the North Lodge, He shut 
up the wing fo-which Mr. Holroyd met: bis 
death ; he threw open the modern part of the 
house—the saloons, the gilded suites, the great 
gallery and dtning-room, 

He filled the empty stables will fine horses, 
the coach-houses with carriages, A dozen gar- 
denere worked aniong glasshouses and grounds ; 
two dozen servants to take the place of Leech 
and his dauphter,-and these servants went about 
in gangs up and down the stairs and passages 
after nightfall; for, of course, the House was 
more haunted than’ ever! and at least half-a- 
dossn vowed and awore that they had seen “ The 
Brown Lady”—s slight, hooded figure, with 
stoop, 

She had been seen in the twilight standing near 
the door of what was once the reader’s room, as 
{t was called, and a terrificd housemaid went into 
strong hyeterios, avd ‘subsequently declared that 
she had seen her going into Mr. Holroyd’s apart- 
ment—a room which, as they all knew, was 
locked, and Mr. lexuc—they stil! called him Mr. 
Tsaac—had the key. 

Of course, it was too soon to entertaln on 
any large scale yet, but a few of Air. Isaac's beet 
clients were brought down for a week ab a time 
to’ be impressed by the gracdeurs of Cuarris- 
brooke. 

The bank’ was all right now, no ugly bills, no 
ugly punishmeat threatened the cich man, for, as 
hig brother had died without a will, the whole 
estate, and every shilling of the personalty, went 
| 6 hie next helr-~hia brother. 

Of course, ‘Mr. Isaac Holroyd made his son a 
handsome allowance, and, moroover, paid him 
_down a certain large sum that he had demanded 
“onthe nail,” and he suggested to his heir 
that now, béing’'a wealthy man with splendid 
hang he might as well look about for a 
wife 


“A stylish girl of good birth to do the honogre, 
Gorden, Money is not much of an object now— 
f 


eh 

“No,” ‘said Gordon, in s surly tone, “But 
¥ don’t care ‘wbout marrying. One wife was 
enough 17% 

“ Nowsense 1” ssid his father. “ We rhust 
have a mistress fer this big house. Ii you don’t 
marry, and Marry soon, ‘by Jove, 7 willl We 
will entertain, we will give ‘big house parties, we 
wit! have royalty down heré! Why tot! Where 
would you ses a finer place? and, as for family, 
we are second’ to none! For the last twenty 
years we have ail sunk into obscurity, and been 
forgotten, but now we shall blaze forth again 
with redonbled splendour !” 

* Ay ! thanks to twetity years’ savings |” sald 
ore “Nearer three hundred thousand than 
two!” 

“ Yes ; and a fine hole you have made in them 
with your debta, my Jad 1” 

* You had debis, too,” returned Gordon, 

“Troe; bub the money is mine. Well, we 
will pot quarrel. All Task you to do fs to pick 
out “ome well-bred, pretty, lively girl, and 

] ” 


“Ay! She must be lively ” 
"Yes, for your spirits sre miserable. What 





has come over you} You. look like a death’s- | 
® 





head at a feast, or as if you were that fellow that 
had a sword hanging over bis head suepended by 
a straw!” 

* There, , that’s enough of your meta- 
phors't” said Gordon, irritabiy, and soon after- 
wards left the room. 

He spent very lttle of his time at Carrisbrooke 
—-very little indeed, He had the Wad taste to 
say that he hated ‘the placa; that the new rooms 


' were like a gin-palace, and the old rooms smelt 


like a vewlt / Give him London, and in London 
he spent most of his time, 

He gambled and ‘betted recklessly, and, strange 
to say, With extraordinary luck ; yes, without 
any “extra” kings in’ his sleeve, “His luck 
became proverbial; and one evening, such 
were his winnings, that his opponent out’ of 
patience’ ab seeing roll after roll of notes swept 


off, said, — 

“One would think you had sold your soul’ to 
the devil. “I never raw anything like your luck 
—It stinks of brimstone. Oa@ would suppose 
you had committed a murder!” 

Ab thie point, Gordon Holroyd, with a savage 
oath, threw his cards iu his fate. 

Of course there was 4 sceue, an uproar on the 
spot, but pacific “ yo-betweens”’ arranged the 
matter quietiy. ‘ 

Fullerton had no business to speak’ au he did 
~+-even in joke, and Holroyd’s temper was a little 
warped. He was latterly--so he confessed— 
rather out of health, He suffered terribly frou 
sleeplessness. Many 8 aight he never closed his 
eyes till daybread i. 


CHAPTER XXV. 


And what had become of Licds May, or May 
Delafosse, to give her her right mame, «#ll this 
time ¢ ’ 

Sir Thomas had been as good as his word. 
He had left no stone unturned, A detective 
from London was on the spot, that is to say, a 
new photographer of the name of Kaife had set 
up in the village, and he was doing hia very best 
to gain Mr. Isaac Holroyd’s reward aud Sir 
Thomas Carliou’s handsome pay; but up to the 
present all bis efforts had been entirely witheus 
success, Jt was as if the miesing gicl had 
vanished into sis. ; 

To return to where we leff Linda in Mr. 
Holroyd’s room: Srunned and speechleez with 
horror, the crashing of the lock, the slamming of 
the ‘door had aroused her most effectually, and 
she cowered towerds the bedside as Gordon, clad 
in list slippers, and witha flerce, red face and crael 
eye, came towards her, 

*Who—who ‘has done f?” 
involuatarily. 

* Why you have, of course!” he answered, 
seizing her in a violent prip by the shoulder. 

“Wretch! Murderer! You killed your 
uncle,” she gasped, “and now you would kill 

! hl 


she gasped ont 


Hie only anewer to this waa to force her back 
agains) the wall with a hand on her throat to 
prevent her screaming, and to held’ a handker- 
chief deluged fn chloroform before her mouth and 
nostrils. 

The epell soon worked, In 9 few seconde she 
was stupefied and censeless, and tumbled down 
apou the floor in a helpless heap, 

Gordon debated with himself whether he 
would deepatch her too, but if he did, on whom 
could the other crime be fixed? No, no, he 
would carry her off to one of the old kitchens 
under the east wiug and lock her up there—for 
the present. 

No sooner eettled than done: He’ knew the 
ramifications of the house well, ‘and he, being « 
powerful mau, had no difficulty io hoisting his 
helpless burden over his shoulder, muci asa 
shepherd carries a sick Ismb, and ‘sevting out on 
his errand. The journey tock him some time, 
but at last he had accomplished ib, and he placed 
hfs victim on the lower step of a damp stone 
flight that led to what bad been a kitchen and 
buttery in old days, bus was now more likes 
vault than anything else ; barted windows over- 

with cobwebs and tvy looked out Into a 
grass grown courtyard, iato which no human 
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footatep fell from: one year’s end toanother, The 
way to these old kitchens was almoat lost. 

Gordon remembered hearing Glubb say s0, 
and the speech came home io him 4s he, know- 
ing the way, had groped and poked about the 
pasesges. The door leading to them had been 
covered by an oaken panéi in which there was 
ruaty keyhole that few would notice, ’ 

Tne kitchens were empty, save for great fixed 
old-fashioned ovens and ® huge spit; the door 
was black and covered with damp, black flags; 
the walls were stained with dust and damp, and 
a vaulty air, suggestive of mushrooms and blue 
mould, was everywhere. 

Gordon left his burden on the bottom step 
and hurried back, locking doors and drawing 
bolts behind him. She might acream with her 
voice, hammer with her hands as she pleased, 
she could never be heard. No-—no more than if 
she wae in her gravo, as this wicked wretch 
meant It to be. 

Then he hurried back to the girl's chamber, 
ransacked {t, and carried off the gold, diamonds, 
documenta and notes, leaving one tell-tale earring 
purposely on the floor; everything else he 
wrapped in a towel and thrust up the chimney 
of hie own room. Then he took a drink of 
atrong brandy and water, washed his hands from 
soot and blood, undressed and wend to bed, and, 
what is surprising to add, he slept, and was only 
awakened by old Leech hurrying {nto his room 
ghastly snd shaken, and the bearer of terrible 
news the following morning. 

o eo + J 

Meanwhile it wae a long time before Linda 
May recovered consciousness; and when she 
gradually came to herself, with a little shivering 
sign, she at first thought that she was in her owo 
room in bed, but her cramped limbs, the oold, 
wet ateps, the smell of earth and decay, soon told 
her her mistake. _ 

Where was she? What had hap 1 Her 
mind for some time was completely dazed, and 
then ft all came back to her gradually. 

The penny reading, her horrible discovery, 
Gordon Holroyd with bis hand upon her throat, 
and then bilan and darkness. 

Had he kilied her too? Was this death ! she 
asked berseif in horror. This cold, blank, silent 
place—was (his the place of departed spirite ? 

She put her hand to her heart, it beat fast ; 
she pinched her arm, and felt it, No; she was 
alive, but where was ehe ! 

She gob up, and began to grope about, but soon 
gave up this idea, and felt her way back to the 
stepe. 

Whenever she came to anything, ib seemed 
to be blank, wet, dripping wall, wall everywhere, 

She sat down, and began to sob, and after 
this she, mercifully for herself, fell asleep, and 
when she awoke there was light in the place, 
faint grey light through barred wiadowa, and 
sbheeaw that she was not in a dungeon, as she 
had supposed, but in what had once been a great 
kitchen. 

She walked slowly round and round, and felt 
all the bare and rusty bolts. .The doors were 
locked—she was a prisoner ! and, oh! how cold 
ip was !—vhe cold of a January morning in a 
stone-flagged, sunkou room, that had not had a 
fire in it for years. 

She walked about bo warm herself, walked 
about till she wae tired, and then she sat down, 
and began to discover that she was excessively 
hungry. 

Had Gordon Holroyd locked her up here to 
starve her to death ? 

All through that long, long day, when the 
hours seemed days, and the days weeks, she eat 
on the steps, straining her ears into the silence, 
straining to hear a etep that would surely bring 
her release or food. 

Would she not be missed Would no one 
come and search for her? Alas! she had so few 
friends, And now, when she seemed just about 
to claim a real home, a real relation, all bad 
been snatched from her by a cruel death, and 
she was more alone in the world than ever ! 

Would it not be better that she should die? 
The cruel buffets of fortune were too much for 


her. § serey 
With dim eyes she beheld evening come in ; 





the shadows crept further and further across 
the fioor, the room got darker and darker. She 
made one frantic effort to be heard. before 
another night came on and the big, grey rate 
began to course about, 

p aud hammered on the door 
leading to the house till both her hande were 
sorely bruised, and she screamed ab the very top 
of her voice, and all to no purpose. 

Another night! another dawn! another end- 
leas day ! 

She had nob touched a morsel of food for 
forty-eight hours. Her tongue was shrivelled 
barat She was so weak, she could hardly 

up. 

She was surely dying’! Ob! if death would 
only come and take her away at once, and take 
her gently ! 

As she sat thue wishing, and suffering, and 

B: 


I dove steel Goon af the further end of the 
kitchen, not the one into the high-walled, 

yard, but one that evidently communicated 

the house. 

Oh, joy ! here was relief, blessed relief at last ! 

The key turned slowly in the lock, the old 
hinges grated back, and someone entered with a 
small lamp in their hand. 

At first the girl’s dazzled vielon could hardly 
make out who or what was coming towards 
but when her eyes had become 
the light she gave a atifled shriek, for here 


ist 


horror upon horror! The that was slowly 
approaching her wore a hood over ite head! In 
asecond she had The Brown Lady, 
and with a wild, agovised shriek, she fell forward 
senseless on the floor. 


(Z'0 be continued.) 








A HAUGHTY SPIRIT. 


—:0— 
(Continued from page 60.) 

Iu the evening we all go to the Lyceum and 
see Irving’s wonderful presentment of Loyls 
X1f., and anything more ghastly, yet more real, 
than the death of the wieked old king I have 
never witnessed, when he lies back, and 
attendants believe him dead; from under 
half-lifted lids the eyes rove round each 
object with that awful, unseeing look, those 
have sat by a death-bed know too well. 

We do not see Miss Terry ; abe is ill, and con- 
sequently absent, and the small, unimportant 
part of Marie falls to a young actress, whose 
attitudes are the best thing about her; the 
scenes are uuique, the arrangements of the house 
simply perfect, I think I never enjoyed any 


He 


evening so greatly. 

But Fioria has all her enjoyment when, 
lifting her eyes, she encounters the of 
Lorne gs, who is In an opposite stall. 


Just » moment she shrinks back, then she Is 
agsin her old Brave self, and uses her opera- 
glasses [n scanning the house and its occupauta, 

Presently a gentleman enters and 
bends over my sister with all a lover's attention, 

She introduces him as Sir William Lawley ; 
he is a good-lookipg man of thirty, and evi- 
dently desperately enamoured, or he would not 
eo soon have forgiven her rejection, and he cer- 
tainly hopes that one day she will say yer to his 
pleading. 

Tnvoluntarily I glance at Lorne; his brow is 
dark, his eyes gloomy, as he looks down oa the 
laughing, chatting pair. At that moment Sir 
William says,— 

“Ta not that Hastings opposite?” 

Fiorie lifts her glasses, and though her hands 
tremble her manner fs easy, : 

* Yeu,” she answers, with perfect sang-froid, 
mad bows slightly, then turnsagain to her com- 

on. 

Lorne rises and leaves the house. 

“ Ramour is very busy with his name,” remarks 
Sir William. 

“Indeed ; rumour, as a rule, fs not kindly, 
What does ft say of Mr, Hastings 1” 


| bachelor freedom; and 





“ That, to be scriptural, he fs wasting his sub- 
dance te ststonn Ulan, I am. very: sorry, for 
he was such a good fellow. They ng loses 

night, that he is, 


h 
in fact, an inveterate gambler.” 
“He must marry an hbeires to repair his 
ne.” 


“Oh! be shows no inclination to give up his 
very few parents, I 
fancy, would be inclined to trust their child’s 


“ Berry Daummonn.” 


I glance at Floris with fear, but to my surprise 
her cheeks ht, her glad, 
** Now,” gees ay ay ns voice, 


hi her face upon my 
“Bt cn 6 oe 
brought him to this pass, 
my dear love ! will you ever pardon my offence 1”” 
Suddenly she starts up, dashes the tears from 


her eyes, — 

“Come,” she says, ‘‘come Rita, let us go to 
bim now, before he has time to doubt me,” _ 

What now!” Ley fe dismay, “ alone, and 
wither) Teak 's sanctl athe bit aan 

are afraid, loftily, alone. 
My hour of triumph has come, and he « learn 
ip was for himself I loved him, and 
seasione, He shall read for himeelf the depth 


and strength of a woman’s pion, atid, if need 
be, I will work with and for 
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gives him alxpence, a 


» in!’ erles Lorne’s well-known volce, 
we step into the little scantily-furnished 


He starts up as we enter. 
Floris!" he cries—and she moves swiftly to 


EB 


you 

retched, but you seem hardly changed at all, 
despite your loss.” 

_ “Tara most rich fa having you,” he soswers, 


fondly. 

“Bat, if you please, Mr. Hasti t+ me 
~T ee) gs — Is, ft or kind 
coos 





" Where he goes I will go,” she eays, steadily. 

but death shall pard ue—I know at 

last I cannot live without him. And, I 

bave « little money saved—eighteen pounds, I 
think—you must take it all. 

I ib to record _ answer—t!o 


“Love, it ts sober trath. To-morrow we 
to the Vinerlee, where you shall reign 
supreme. Do you suppose I would have married 
you had my fortunes been at such a low ebb as 


you believed }” 
‘Then you have saved something,” dlsap- 
“T have not married a man 
aie ay eek new yes WE ST es Ww much 
I love you, or of what sacrifice I am capable for 

your sake.” r 

*T know quite enough, wife! Now you must 
a iy ianocent deception I ha . 

bh was 


us reproschfully. 
indeed,” anawers Mrs. Drummond ; " I 
am the eng gegen Are you sorry tha 
you have to our snare” 
“No,” saya Fioris, softly, ‘ for I know now I 
not live without him. Well, Lorne, itis you 
who bave had revenge, not I—for you have 
coals of fics upon my head.” 
* o « . o 
It te six years since I wrote the last word, and 
her at the Manor, The 


Drummond lives with 
“ grandmamma.” 


a mile long and an 


to be floating in the | pl 





THE SECBET OF THE MINE, 


0 
CHAPTER XXV. 


Paviuxse grew more anxious as time sped by 
and Mrs, Peters did not return. 

“T must see what detains her,” she thought. 

Hurryiog out Into the corridor, ehe heard the 
sound of voices, and she realized that some of 
the guests were already beginning to arrive. 

She shrank from meeting them, and It occurred 
to her that the best way to avoid them would be 
to go down the back-stair way, which led through 
rY of Castle Royal which was seldom used. 

years before, 20 the atory ran, & murder 
had been committed in that dark, narrow passage- 
way. Some one said it was a stranger who bad 
tried to force an entrance within those granite 
walls ; others said it was @ friend of the master 
of the house, and still others hinted that ft was 
the scapegrace brether of the hapless bride whe 
had just been brought there. 

There had been the report of a pistol in the 
dead of the t, and a man’s voice had cried 
out, “ Great Heavens | Iam shot!" followed by 
the noise of rushing fect, 

By the time the servants reached the spot the 
narrow hail-way was empty, but the trail of 
blood told its own story, No body was found, 

The old servante would not speak of the 
matter, and it was carefully hushed up ; but nob 
one of them could ever be tempted to use the 
narrow stair-way again, and on stormy nights the 
wind sobbed through this long, winding passage 
like the voice of s human being in mortal pain. 

The -way had fascinated Pauline from 
early The gay, bright, wilful child 
had {osleted upon romping through it, much to 
the terror of her governess nuraes, 

They had even threatened to have the tall 
oaken doors that led to it securely nailed ; but 
the child begged so hard that this should not be 
dove that Wilfrid Stanford reluctantly yielded 
to her entreaties, 

Mra. Peters had at the time heard his decision 
with a troubled heart. 

Ts would heve been fer better to have had it 
nailed ap,” she declared. 

-way bes euch an unusual feaci- 


“The ateep, dark, 
child, I am afraid no good will 


lite prophecy. 
Pauline fitted quickly along, The dim light 
trom the high, stalned-gines windows threw gro- 


teaque shadows aboub her. 
at so great ® speed 


Any one else bh 
Gunlll aaniy Save toons ed and fallen to the 
stone floor. Bat Pauline knew every inch of 
the way. She did not even touch the protect- 
ing baluster with her hands. 

She found Mrs, Peters In her apartment, quite 
flushed and flurried. 

“7 was jast going to see you, my desr. The 
delay was quite unavoldable on my part. Evory- 

is all right now, I assure you. 

‘* What wae wrong!” asked Pauline. 

Mra. Peter’s eyes shifted under the girl's 
steady, wondering glance. ~ 

** Heaven forgive me for telling s wrong story 
to the girl on her wedding-day,” she thought ; 
a it is better for me to do ec—I must do 

Before Pauline could repeat her question Mrs. 
Peters eaid, quickly,— 

“I was obliged to hurry the decorators 

through with their work in the east drawing- 
room, where the ceremony Ie to take piace. 
They are eo slow that one is obliged to stand 
over them to gst the work finished{p time. It 
is a veritable bower of roses now. You will be 
ensed when you see ft, my dear.” 
She took Pauline by the hand to hurry her 
back to her own apartments, As Mra. Peters 
had such an aversion to the rear stair-way they 
were obliged to use the main one, But luckily 
enough they met no one. 

Mrs. Peters placed Pauline in the hande of her 
maid. Although she superintended every little 
detall of the girl's toflet even the maid noticed 
how uneasy Mrs. Peters seemed. 
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She noticed too that she abeented herself from 
the boudoir every few minutes, muttering to 
hereelf that everything was all right so far. The 
maid, whose aharp-ears had heard the muttered 
words, wondered vaguely what she could mean 
by them. 

She promised herself that she would repeat 
them in the servants’ hall when she went down- 
stairs, and they would find some construction to 
putupon them, 

Pauline allowed herself to be arrayed in her 
bridal robes, but her face wae as-pale as the 

range blossome they bound around her brow. 

The mafd bad seen many brides before; bat 
she never yernembered having éeen one who 
looked so ghastly and took eo little interest in 
what was golog on around her, 

“it almost seems like dressing her for the 
cofia,” thought the girl, with a shudder. 

She never even looked toward the long pier- 
glass reaching from ceiling to floor, though the 
wonderful satin dress, with ite billows of filmy 
lace and the ropea of shimmering pearls, ‘would 
have tempted any one; but the young bdride- 
elect did not take the slightest interest In {t. 

She had seen her pay a thousand times more 
interest in an ordinary dinner-toilet. 

“Tt ie because she does not like the man she 
is’ to be married to, And it ie surely not'to be 
wondered ab, as every one knows she will have 
a hard enongh time of it, Only this morning he 
insisted upon the butler bringing ‘him brandy 
and soda at the breskfaet-table, although this 
is his wedding-day.’ John said that his’ steps 
were none too atendy 2a he quitted the table, 
The grooms out fn the’ stables though? the sme 
thing when he went to ths stalls to iook over the 
horses,” 

At that earme monient quite another scene was 
tranepiring at another part of the house, where 
Maurice Fairfax's valei was ateisting him to 
prepare for the coming marriage ceremony. As 
the butler had said, he had indeed «been fndulg- 
ing in too much brandy and soda, and it had'the 
effect upon him of making him hilarious) and 
tndking his valet the batt of no end of jokes, 
much to his awnusement and the man's dis- 
cotnfiture, 

“Now we are ready for your satin tie, sir,” 
sald the valet ; adding in the next breaths: "T 
placed it here on the table, and now it is gone! 
What in the world shall doi” 

“T should advise you not to lock for ft, for I 
sha’n’t wear it, Do you hear whatI say? It 
doesn’t suit me at all 1" 

“ Bat it is the latest style, sir ; quite the cor- 
rech thing,” insisted the valet. 

‘*Pehaw! the red one that I wore yesterday 
evita me much better, J tell you.” 

“The red one!” echoed ‘the valet, aghast. 
“ Surely you are joking with me again, sir. You 
wouldn’d wear a red neek-tle to the altar?” 

“ Why wouldn’tJ, hey? I should like to know 
why not. A man has a right to dress as he 
chooses, haen’t he?” 

But if is not the custom, you know, sir,” 

** Custom be hanged 1” shouted Fairfax. “TI 
want that red tie put on, and no more about ft, 
Ifthe people don’t like the looke of it they can look 
the other way. They're nob paying me anything 
to come here and see me, It’s a free show, and 
they shouldn't look a gift-horse in the mouth,” 

The valet wae slarmed aod perplexed, In 
dire dilemms he had at Jast been obliged to seid 
for Mrs, Peters to argue it out with the obdurate 
young man. 

Her horror at learning the coudition of t bogs 
cau batter be imagined than described, For a 
moment she was at her wits’ end, then it oc- 
curred to her that she had read somewhere ofa 
mixtare th at wou! ld clear the fomes of Nquor 
from a man’s brain. 

As quick as she could concoct Ib she hurried 
with io to Fairfax’s apartment. But getting 
him to tate ib was a task she had not bargained 
for. 

**What do I want to take that stuff for?” 
he cried, ‘Clear my head? Pshaw! I don’t 
want my brain cleared, as you call it, I an: feel- 
ing bappy as aking! Iam ee light and airy as 
& feather—-ay, as though I were an angel and 
had wicgs—walking on the clouds, as it were,” 





- Heaveti kuows you are nearer ‘being a devil,” 
thought the disgusted valet, at his wits’ end with 
antoyance, 

**Why should a man want to be brought down 
to earth and its sober realities when he's up in 
the air?" he demanded 

Mra. Paters hit upon 8 ew device. 

“To's a new’ drink» regular bouquet of 
flavours—whioh the butler expects you to try,” 
rhe aaid, “ openees adding : “Ie it suite your 
ag is) going to name. ib ‘the Feirfax. 

Zz. ” 

** No doubt i6 will prove a fizzle,” ssid alee 
fax, eyelog the tinted beverage suspiciously 3 
“but as the butler ig a capital mixer of drinks 
a iy it. out-of compliment to -him ; so hove 


‘And much to Mrs, Peters’s relief, he threw olf 
the contents. of the glassin a sipgio. ‘draught. 

“ Well, ib isn’t bad, =e my. word,” he:said, 
emacking his lips, ‘The butler’s. s trump | 
Touch the bell, will you, and tell him to send 
up another 1” 

" He will bs here shortly to'see how you Ike 16, 
then you cap give him your order to make [b 
stronger or weaker; as you like.” 

“That's quite true,” assented Fatrfax, “Il 
see that he makes it stronger the next, time.” 

Mrs. Peters wisely withdrew from the 
ment, exchanging a knowing look with the yalet 
aa bhe. left. ' 

The man was much relieved to fad that Fair- 
fax grew more rational each moment, He wae 
too diplomatic to make any reference concerning | to 
the red tis ; but when he brought the white satin 
ove hie master made no objection, Indeed, he 
aeemed to have nd recollection whatever of it, 
De had scarcely finished his master’s tollet ere 
there wag a rap at the door, 

"A gentleman wishes to see Mr, Fairfax on 
very urgent business,” sald the man. 

“T wouldn’t ses the president of the United 
States ab this particular time. Ditn’t you know 
enough to tell him that?” 

“Tsatd you would not be very itkely to see 
him,” responded the servant, “and that no 
matter how urgent his business was he would 
have to wait ; but he refused to go without—-” 

be auppose you had wit enough to throw, him 
out or to shut the door in his face?” roared Fair: 
fax. 

“T was just abont todo eo, sir, when he handed 

me this letter, saying: ‘if your maater refuses 
to see me, juet show him this letter. It will do 
no harm to comply with this request, will adn my 
goud fellow? I have travelled thousands of mile 
to get here before the wedding came off.’” 

“Stop! Hand me the letter at once!” said 
Fairfax, crossly. 

He tore ft open hasifly, and ran his eyes over 
the contents. His face was a studs, it was #0 
contorted with anger as he read it through, 

Tell him to come back, say, an hour and a 
half front now,"’ Paid Faiéfax, crushing the letter 
in his hand. '‘Ssy that Iwill see him then. 
But mind well what I easy to you uow: Ji he 
asks you what time the ceremony will take place, 
you must lie to bim. In fact, it’s none of his 
businesa, to be more explicit, Say. that the 
marrisge will not take place until ae o'clock 
this afternoon, Say just that, and nothing more 
to him, for he must not. know positively that 
the ceremony ftskes place at neon, Do you 
understand me thoroughly ?” he added breath- 
lesely, 


ene 


CHAPTER XXVI. 


True sound of voicss gréw more confused in 
the drawing- ce below, The cate of the cere- 
mouy was quickly appreachiog. Pauline ‘stood 
in her magnificent boudolr, swatting the 
summons, She had cried out o thousand times 
within the hour that something must surely 
happen to prevent the a but Heaven had 
not heard her prayer, The bridesmaids flattered 
about the door, and the “Oh ” and the *Ah’s” 
and little ferofnfne ‘screams as they beheld’ ‘ 
fell rg Sen ears, Some one iim ¥ the 
young e-e was ready, rs, Peters 
auawered * Yes," 


still, nor her heart break, 





Some one took her arm, and like one fn 
she walked through the magnificently 
cortidors, heavy with the odorous fing of 
roses, to the cast Wig Sg B ‘where. ‘the 


gitesse were assembled, 
‘She walked shrovgh the whitest se atale 
to the Insprovised altar, where she saw Maurice 
wri yer her,tmd elie quietly “took her 
ace 
P'Bren through the little glove he felt, that her 
hand was a6 '¢old ad fee.” 


The clot did no¥ tall, the ee Mey 


* Blowly” words were uftered. Piuifine 
mn 1 Aiko eh faint voide; And at Inet 
the minister them man’ aud wife. 
Then they ‘tn from the room. ‘The térrifile 


“ sacrifes ‘dive A gr Poche made, 


wa to change her beldal-obe for beat 


ling dress, 

“ T should like to be sites for abo minutes—~ 
just a few minutes,” sald’ Panline, eer. 
And the merry young gitld danced out of the 
room, calling back to Pauline that they would 
be in’the blue and white room at lentior the 
corridor, and that when she was ready for theny 
to just leb them know. 

Pauline was glad that Mrs, Peters ‘was not 
there. Even her ‘presence would have’ greatly 
disturbed ber. . 

When she found hervelf alone, all ber‘pentrp 
feeling seemed to surge up in her breast, a 
wept, she well knew that they wotild hear -b 


“Then she thovgit of the dark ats ‘aod 
‘he hastened to it as her refuge in“ this her 


of greatest sorrow, 

The happiest moments of her life bid bion 
passed there. She haeged three 7 tn’ there: 
her sorrowful momente, would be a brief 
half hour she would have to herself. 


pe 

her way from her apartment. The dim bere 
partie dark, grotesque shadows aboub 
— her for the first time as Beg ena 
w 

“Y am only fanciful,” she maid ; * she 
shivered, though there was certainly ho on 
the summer air that drifted in through the 
stained-glass ower wiieinsliaice 

She s' po the ed looked 
her. A cold hand seemed ch te 
Ic seemed to her that hans Woe 
sence on the dark atair-way beside her 

She Ot hee ee ti 

trembling lim be refused to 
her, 


Woe t dadgyais ahs Sine ae! wag nome one 
stealing preg hye dark passege toward where she 
poe, ote rich bridal-robes trailing about 

She tet 8 voice died awny, 


The strange, uncertain rested Nadiad ice 
oppressive, It was now no’ uncertai 
was quite sure that Sa ata 
side herself on the paced 
heavily aguinst ihe bal 
wa ae Leow nal ak 

Avy her eyes became etiabothley te a 


un- 
certain tight, pi felt gure that the shadow in'the 
far- the 


off corner t form of a man, 
The bridemnaldy wstted iq In t ia a See 
ee oe ee ieee t Pauline bad 
ft pgotten them. +i 


peet0n sine eee Beek a ee ee i ee en ak a oe 


oo 
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“T think the best way to do is to arouse every 
anoiber ten, and the | { thab Pauline | one in the house, and explain the circumstances 
must have forgotton flight of time. They | to them. Mrs. Peters has not come into Pauline’s 
did not like to disturb her, but id be | room, or we would have heard her footsteps.” 

0 so.thoy told themselves; orehe would} ‘Iam quite eure something serious hes bap- 


“Oh, f don't believe ta,” choensed the gic!s; 


“whoever heard of a falling asleep be- 
tween chati her brida}l-robe for her travelling 
dreazy I's like to know" | 

sy own mother did!” cried Jeasle 


ba 
Ball. “T’ve heard her teli it and laugh over fb 
a thousand times, If it wasn’t such a long story, 
I'd tell you all about it.” 
“T guess every ove of ts hasjheard fb," lacghed 
one of the le “Iam sure you tell it to us 


Terale hed. 
"Well, what say you to going In, girls 1” she 
queried, 


There was a unanimous assent, ‘T'o their great 
surprise, they found the door locked. 

“ There is nothing for us but to walt as few 
moments longer,” said one of the girla, “ till she 
inakes her appearance,” 

“ Let me esttle the matter;” said Ethel Hope; 
and to their wonder, she put her rosy mouth to 
the key-hole and gave a short, sharp, shrill 
whistle that was ear-eplittiag. 
, be = that doesn't fetch her to the door, nothing 
will { 

They wailed & thoment, bat. no response came. 
“Ty am eure the would wake up. the dead,” 
“tou aage crekn b bs or ape EA 

y attr: BENS 2 fy wes > Mj: } some 
respect-for pd all bra any 
other way than to have the door brokem-open, if 
Mrs. Peters will consent to come and de 'tt/” 

They considered thie only» joke on Fatoe's 
part; end when suother ten minutes had sped 
by, sad still po sound eame from the taterior of 
the , they commenced to {feel slarmed, 
aad looked blankly frito one another's faces. 

At that opportune moment »Mrs, Peters 


appeared, 4 

She lodked somewhat puzzled to see the girls 
erp outside of the door, 

‘The carrlage is in walting,” obs sald, ‘Tell 
Pauline that she must vinias, 

“She is not even dressed,” they sold, explain- 
ing the situation fn a few words to Mrs. Peters, 

The look of slarm that she cast from one to 
the other was-quite noticeable, 

“T would advise some of the servants 
to fores the door," said Jessie Bell, “I don’t 
want to alarm any of you; but I fear, owlng to 
‘he great excitement which she has. passed 
vbrough, that she may have fainted away.” 
pean fs just what I was thivking,” sald Mrs, 


“Leb the door be forced at ud 
the o open once, : 


chorused 

“No; thare fs another way to gain an en- 
tramee,” she answered, “and thatis by one of 
th little srg & Darrow eae ataie- 
fay connecting ab the o end with m tb ' 
mente, Perhaps she has in abr fhe bg 
I shall be back again directly.” ‘ 

Vor the first few moments after she had gone 


the girls. chatted away’; but when ten 
he had elapsed, there were no signs of | 


tning, began to uneasy 
earnest. Anot. Phkektgih le eats 


‘a | of the treasures of her girihood. Why, juat 


no 


pened,” said Ethel Hope. ‘ The longer we atahd 
here. without action the worse it may be, Now, 
if everything was all right Pauline would not like 
to have us make a scons out here. She may have 
aoe good and sufficient reason for abwenting her- 

2 

* Perhaps she is bidding adieu to a good mang 


before my sister went away ou her wedding-trip, 
what did she do but tear up all her old love 
letters, so that we girls could havo nothing to 
pissne her about, I could wagsr my life. that 
uline Is not iu that room,” said one of the 
girls, impressively. 
The girla were growing so nervous from eus- 
pense that it was considered the wisest thing 
they could do to seb matters at rest. 
“We will eoon get ab the bottom of this 
mystery,” said Ethel Hope, “We will all goin 
@ body to search for Mr, Fairfax, will we not #” 
This proposition was met with unanimous 
favour, aud, without a word, the six young girls 
hurried down to the drawing-room, Their en- 
tracoe caused the usual excitement. 
"The bride is coming! Get the rice and old 
slippers ready 1” 
at when they did not see Poullne their 
“Oh’at” and “Abs!” were heard in all direc- 
tions, 
“She has left by some other entrance to 
escape us all,” they declared unanimously. 
“Impossible,” replied other voices. 
“TI saw thevbri goearcely a moment 
ago,” said another, 
“ Whet say you to making a search?” cried 
one impatient girl, f 
“J, for one,am nob to be baffled cuy longer. 
Tt isn’t fair! Which. way dic the bridegroom 
got” asked. Ethel Hope, 
Some one ted out the direction. She and 
her .compan wended their. way thither, 
Although they searched diligently they could not 
find him ; stili, that did not cause so very much 
surprise on their part, for he might be out in the 
grounds smoking. 
“ Now weare atastandatill |” they exclaimed ; 
“ there is nothing for it but to walt and see what 
transpires. No bi he is waiticg for Pauline, 
= if sojhe will not thank us if we disturb 


The six young girls sat down faciog each other, 
utteriug not another word, aud watched the clock 
on the mantelpiece as it slowly ticked away the 
moments, : 

“* Five, ten minutes more dregied their slow 
lengths by. As yet there wes uo suramons from 
Pauline-—no word from Mrs. Peters, 


aaa 


CHAPTER XEVIL. 


Waren Pauline’s eyes; became accustomed to 
the dim light of the dark passage-way she felt 
quite confident that she saw.io the dim shadows 
the figure of a man, And she felt confident, too, 
that he was coming toward her. 

“ How foolish I am to become frightened,’’ she 
told herself with @ Mttle gasp. “Iv must be one 
of the servante,”. 
“ Her light footsteps made no sound, and she 
drew back, instantly iato the shadow of an alcove, 
until the figure approaching should mount the 
stairs and pass her, 
But tnstead of advancing the figure stopped 
shor She saw now that it was indeed a man, 
and alao, to her great surprise, that it was a, 
stranger, ; 
For a momeut Pauline forgot her fear and was 
loat fn wonder ax to who the man could be, and 
how he could have found bis way there, as few 
kvew of the existence of the rear stair- way, 
While she was pondering over this matter, s 
Sse awaited ber, A door ab the 
further end of the passage-way opened, and. to 
her great : tshe saw Maurice Fairfax 
step hurriedly over the threshold and close the 


“Before the had time to conjecture as to his 

presence there the stranger came hastily forward. 

“So you ste bere at last?” he exclaimed, 
angrily addressing Fairfax. 

“* Well, and now that I am here what do you 
wauh of me?” exclaimed Fairfax, tc a voice 
equally as angry, 

© Your question staggers me," returned hie 
companion, ‘YT should not think you would 
need to be told in plain words what brings me 
here, But if euch is the case Iam quite ready to 
answer—I am here for te purpose of making a 
settlement, and the sooner it is made the better 
it will be for you. You kaow ful! well the con- 
sequences if you refuse,” 

“T may have forgotten, Let's hear,” remarked 
Fairfax. 

“Tn cause you do not come to terme, your mar- 
riage with the oid silver king's daughter will 
never take place, 7 assure you.” 

A hilarious laxgh broke from Fairfax’s Ups. 

“Your threats are very untinely,” he replied, 
dryly, “for the wedding has occurred, The 
silver king's heitess is al-eady wy wife!” 

An {mprecation loud aud long broke from the 
other's lips. 

“* Then you have lied to me, or, rather, your ser- 
vants have, for you!” yelled the other, sitempt- 
ing to grapple with Fairfax, ‘They eaid the 
marriage wes not to take place until threo this 
afternoon.” 

** Phey but almvly carried out my Joatracticns,” 
he answered, tanutingly, advancing a step or two 
nearer, 

"If you are indeed telling me the truth, it will 
cost you dear}” fairly shricked the gan. “I 
have not taken the trouble to come all the way 
here for nothing |” 

“What can you do!” anewered Vairfax, taunt- 
fugly. ‘* Who would believe the word of au ex- 
convict against that of a gentleman? And you 
must remember, at the same time, that they are 
till lookfeg for you, even though It is many 
months since you succeeded in making your 
escape,” he added, with an unpleasant laugh. 
“With your help!’’ hiesed the other, grinding 
his teeth harshly together. “It fk you who 
ought to be cecupying # prison cell, Fairfax, 
instead of me. If the world only knew it, you 
made the balls and I fired them—that is, you 
forged all the cheques I pasted; you got the 
money, and I got—srrested and sent up,” 

** Well, you are out now,” returned Fairfax, 
harshly, .‘* Doesn't that satis/y you, or do you 
want the earth f” P 

**T want my share in this scheme of yours,” 
returned the uian, doggedly, “When you, ta 
looking over an American paper, saw, by chante, 
that the great silyer king of the West had » 
daughter, you cried out; ‘Eureka! I'd go oun 
there and try to win the girl and her millfons i? 
I only had enough money to take me out there 
and keep me cp like a gentleman untill conld 
eecure an introduction, The stake is worth play- 
ing for,’ 

* You remember how ali your friends laughed 
at the idea, thinkieg it » huge joke—you a gan- 
bler, a rou’, a forger, a mau about town, with a 
reputation as black as it could be, aspiring to 
marry a respectable young girl—io was vastly 
atousing, to say nothing of sounding abaurd, I 
was the only one who thought it worth whils to 
even listen, and--well, to make @ long story 
short, I managed to scraps the necessary amount 
together to help you to geb on here, with the 
express understanding that if anything did come 
of it—that fs if you captured the heiress—you 
would fork over a good little sum as my share, 
I hear you held notes thai covered the entire 
estate of the late old ailver king, and I laughed 
aloud when I heard that. Kuowlog how clever 
you were with tle pen, I said to myezelf, ‘He has 
forged every one of them, and, by a clever stroke, 
made a fortune out of it.’” 

“Well,” seid Fairfax, sharply, “what if I 
admit that your theory might be correct, what 
then ¥” 

“Why, you must divvy up ff you don’t wand 
ms to peach ou you,” cried the otber hoarsely. 
Fairfax saw that discretion was the better part 
of yalour ia this lastauce, for be had no ordinary 
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too rauch of his past, held too many vital secrets 
of his to make a common enemy ofhim, Fairfax 
knew that he must temporize with the fellow to 
tide over the present. As for the future—well, 
the man’s days were numbered. 

“What do you call & good little sum!” he 
aeked, quickly. 

‘* They esy you came into a million of money, 
and if that’s true, why I won’ take less than 
half!” 

“You are certainly mad!” cried Fairfax. 
“You're a consummate fool, and you take me for 
one—eh? The sconer you give up that notion, 
the better it will be.” 

* We'll eee,” declaredthe man. “ Not a penny 
leas will do me |” 

‘Remember, you are not in a position to 
choore,” 

“T ain’t, eh?” cried the man. ‘ That's where 
you and I differ} You dare not refuse my de- 
mand, I assure you! You would noo like me to 
tell the whole world just what sort of a man has 
come into possession of the Stanford millions. 
If matters went so far, I might even hint that 
something quite as serious as a missing woman 
lay ab your door, You and I know that if a 
certain lake was dragged, that the body might be 
found!” 

“ How dare you attempt to recall that affair 1” 
criei Fairfax, nis voice hoarse with rage. ‘ You 
could not prove that there is anything of the 
kind at the bottom of the lake !"’ 

‘* Your memory seems a little at fault In re- 
gard to that,” responded the stranger, sarcasti- 
cally; adding: ‘You forget that I saw you 
rourder her, and as far as that goes, I was by no 
means the only eye-witness, There were three 
companions with me. You ran them out of the 
country, but some day they may come back here 
again. They are not convicts, even if I sm one. 
There is another thing that you seem to forget— 
that is, that the dead woman wore your mono- 
gram ring on her finger, Suspicion never pointed 
to you when she was discovered missing, And 
to make the matter worse, another young girl 
who was overfond of you went the same way. 
The trunk containing your letters to her is 
missing, You would give a good deal to find it, 
I reckon—-perhaps a hundred thousand pounds !” 

“You fiend incarnate!” cried Fairfax, spring 
ing forward. "So you atole that trunk, did you } 
Fool, madman that I was, not to have suspected 
you!” 

“Don’d get excited—keep cool, Fairfax !” cried 
the stranger, “if you know what is best for 5 ou. 
No doubt, man, yon wuld take the advantage 
of me in a twinkling if you dared. Knowing you 
aa well as I do, I have taken the precaution to 
guard agalnet any treachery on your part, I left 
& sealed letter with my friends, eaying that if I 
did not return ata certain time that it be opened 
and {ts contents made public. In it I have 
stated my destination, and that I feared fou! play 
at your hands. If I failed to return within a 
certain hour, search was to be made for me 
within these grounds, and you was to be held 
for murder, That sealed letter also contained a 
record of your past. So you see, my dear fellow, 
any treachery on your part would open the gates 
of vengeance against you. This, together with 
the fachb that Iam fully armed, renders io 
dangerous for you to commit a third murder, or 
to even attempt anything of the kind,’’ 

* Come to business!" said Fairfax, hoareely. 
“You know well I could not give you any such 
amount of money as you are calling for. All of 
Wilfrid Stanford’s wealth lay in mines ; it could 
nod be turned into money even ff I were so 
disposed, I am terribly hard up for cash ; iar 
raore 80 than people dream of. I have, however, 
five hundred pounds in notes about me, I 
will give you them, and agree to pay you two 
hundred and fifty pounds a month until the sum 
of twenty-five thousand pounds has been paid over 
to you, if you will come with me to the library and 
sign a retraction of all the charges you have 
made against me, Come, what do yousay? I 
dare not atay here but a moment longer, or I 
ehall be missed, and they will come in search of 
me,” 


“*T cannot let you cft so cheaply,” declared 
the man. ‘I have heard that Stanford's 





daughter has magnificent diamonds, You can get 
access to them. Why not hand them over as a 
ae that you mean to do the correct thing by 


= rt would be impossible for me to do what you 
ask!” cried Fairfax, hoarsely. 

** Saft de pase ba the other, shrug- 
ging bis shoulders, 

“You refuse my terms, then)’ sald Fairfax, 
hoarsely. 

«% That's take the little end of the stick 
after thet fashion,” declared the man. "I have 
teld you my terme—now you can take me up or 
refuse, as you can best afford.” 

“Very well; come this way. We will Sevon 
settle matterr,” 

The man turned ; but, a as a PS aces hy 
fax ove a ee him’ by the 


aa one ye the narrow 
steal otalt-* “Wi here was » heavy fall, and the 


man’s body od on the stone flagging below. 

““Ouarae you, you fool—you would have ib!” 
cried Fairfax, 

““ You have murdered me!” moaned the man 
in a gasping cry. 

The next instant all wav still. 

Watching with strained eye:, for ehe could not 
have uttered a word to have saved her life, Fair- 
fax saw Pauline leap down the stair-way. She 
saw the gleam of a knife, and without being able 
to cry out or move a muscle, she witnessed a 
crime so horrible that it lived in her mind until 
the day she died, Then he turned and sprang 
up the steps toward where she stood, 


(Zo be continued.) 





— 





THE EYES. 
I xnow two eyes in beauty beaming, 
But dearer when on me she throws 
Their precious light, whose tender gleaming 
Rewards my love, then, drooping, close. 


From both our hearts we sorrow banish, 
Lip presses Jip with burning kies 

And earth and heaven around us vanish * 
In sweet delight—in nameless bliss, 


And when they ope from love’s atil! sleeping, 
To smile through tears—nay, are they not 

The drops that fall when heaven is weeping 
Upon a blue forget-me-not ? 


Two heavens for me io both are beaming, 
Two heavens wherein God's angels dwell, 

Whore truth and love are softly gleaming 
To hallow with a holy spell. 








Many of the fruits and vegetables now eaten 
in England were almost unkuown to our fore- 
fathers. Not until Henry VIII.’s time were 
elther raspberries or strawberries. or cherries 
grown in England ; and we do not read of the 
turnip cauliflower and quince being cultivated 
before the sixteenth century, or the carrot be- 
fore the seventeenth century. 

For many years most of the emery has been 
brought from Tarkey and the Greck islands, Its 
value for cutting and polishing hae heen known 
since the beginning of history. Very crude 
methods are in use & obtaining this substance for 
market, Enormous fires are boils on or against 
the rocks which are then broken or cracked by 
throwiug jets of cold water againsbthem, Emery 
has many uses, among which is fts employment 
in polishing and cutting. Being so unmanage- 
able, Ib for a long time defied the efforts of man 
to put it into available shape, but at length it 
was cemented into usable forms and i} was 
moulded into wheels, Emery millstones are a 
later-day improvement, They are the most prac- 
tical of all stones, because they are not affected 
by heat and the face is alwayssharp, As cutting 
and polishing powder, emery is of great value, 
and emery sand paper fa an important article of 
raanufacture, 
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FAOCETLA. papa, George.” “Howso}” " He’sjust come 
ei. home tome &@ fishing excursion, and if he can get 
you to listen to his atorles he'll give you anything 

“ Were ever abroad?” “Not exactly 5 you ask for,” “I'll do it for your sake, dearest.” 
but my mother’s maiden name was French.” Mrs, Saprace (to Zoeeny, who had stolen a 
Hovsswirg: “ You only sell hoeiery 1” Pedlar: | jar of preserves): “ My boy, I know you are 


"Yes. That's my sbockin’ trade,’ 


Man. NRwMAN: ‘You're a nice little boy, 
Tommy.” Tommy: “ That's whao they all say 
when they first meet sister.” 

"How would you define ‘ennni?’” “Tt {fs 

. when you're tired of doing nothing, and too lazy 
to do something.” 

Mistress: “I told you half-an-hour + to 
turn won Fy the parlour, Bridget.” Br 
“Shure an’ I did, mam ; don’t yea shell ity? 

Onn Mittyurs; “ Young man, my daughter 
tella ie you kissed her last night.” Young 
Cheekly : “Well, if she wants to go bragging 
about it, that’s her privilege.” 

Hostess (entertaining two lady friends, to 
herself): ‘Ob, dear, I do wish one would go! 
rr either of them about the 
oO ” 

A Suerriih waglistrate, some boys 
for loitering in the streets, asked, “If everybody 
pir di stand in the streets, how could anybody 
get 

hg a a caid Miss Antique, “ came over 
epee Penage i Ma 

so. “* How interest- 

ing! And were you seasick 1” ‘igi 
Jounsoy: “Your wife gave us a aplendid 
lecture on cooking last evening. Why weren't 
a there}"’ Wilson: “I waa at hacen 6 
terrible attack of dyspepsia.” 
“Wuat!”’ exclaimed an Iri¢hman to a gentle- 
man who wae threatening to chastise his dog for 
barking incessantly ; “ what !. wouid ye bate the 
dumb anima! for spakin’ ont? 
“You've got an awful Leis, Suithere. Why 
don’) you go to a doctor and get him to give you 
something for it?”’ “Give me F Rageor one for 
it} Man, he can have it for nothing and 


welcome.” 

Para: Pn ean ain ay your clothes so ter- 
ribly torn?” ha wali ay a ‘ittle 
boy from dln the b was B 
brave deed, a tread ?” Tommy: 
'* Me.” 

“T’« tired of the men of to-day,” declared 

“It was very different in the good 


Miss 
ry ng .” Do tell me aboun fp, 
dear,” answered 


vay thes ta mm Dimple ; “it was befors 


indie, pe orbr ny hors if cud sea 
gentieman to a im boy “TI wouldn’t ory 
Set wey Wt 1: tebee eente How did you cry 
when you were a little ?” aakod the weeper, 
daring a temporary of tears, 

“Sms never complains of her husband's 
treatment of her,” remarked Squildig. ghe 
i in llence,” Ki ahe sim Avan 
she ie silent, replied cSwilligen, “ doesn’t 
soffer long ab » time,” . 

Coren: “I’m glad I met Hennigan’s wife.” 


what was the matter him.” 
Trey were talking 5.05. eh ced she prem en- 
thusiastic, 2 Ab,” be “1 see you are an 


sothustastic player, Yo " Ob, yes,” she replied. uy 
play the game, bub I must confess thas I Ne 
speak the language very. 


Srace Manaoen: “Mr. Heavy, you will take | Spparen: 


the part of Alonzo.” ings boar, I bave never 
seen this play, you think I can please the 
audience 2” Stage Manoger: “Im- 
mensely, You die in the first act.” 





“ Turse fs a aplendid chance for you to tackle 


pew I see it in your face.” Tommy (medita- 
y): “Yes, mamma, I aw. There was & 
bigger jar on the shelf that I couldn’t reach.” 


Tree different waiters at an hotel asked a 

Eire oa ga little professor at dinner if he would 

A little annoyed, he said to the laat 

0 aeked the question: “Is it compul- 

pom A “No, sir,” answered the waiter; “I 
think it's mock turtle,” 

Tom: “You don’t catch me playing football 
again, Con, Why, last season, you—aw—koow, 
a ball struck me on the head, don’b you know, 
and fairly knocked me silly.” Cousin : “Dear 
me, Tom! And don’t the doctors hold out any 
hope of a cura} ’* 

“ Brooxs,’’ sald Rivera, “you ought to do 
something for that cold of yours, A neglected 
cold sometimes leads to serious consequences.” 
“This cold of rine isn’t neglected,” crossly 
answered Brooks. “Five or six hundred of my 
friends are looking after it,” 
Tourist (in Fen country) : ‘* This is low-lying, 
unhealthy-looking country. What is the death- 
rate here?” Native : “ It’s bard to tell, mister. 
There was one feller died here yesterday, and 
then, again, there | is other fellers that ain't died 
for twenty years.” 
Tux people in « school were asked to give in 
writing the difference between a biped and a 
pine One boy gave the following: “A 
has two legs and a quadruped has four 
legs; therefore the difference between a biped 
and a quadruped fs two legs.” 

No HUSBAND ever put it more delicately than 
the one who began by saying, '‘ My dear, a man 
was shot ab by a burglar, and his life waz saved 
by a button which the bullet struck.” “Well, 
what of it?” said she. ‘ Nothing,” was the 
answer, “only the button must have been on!” 
A Man went with his wife to buy some dress- 
goods, “The stuff,” he eald, “is pretty, and 
would meke you @ nice dress,” “That!” said 
the wife, in contempt ; “ nobody is wearing that 
now!” “Then how about thie?” asked the 
husband, indicating another sort. “Oh, that 
wouldn’tdo stall! Everybody’s wearing that!” 





Arrenpant (in art gallery): “ You must leave 
our umbrella at the door, air.” Mr. Greene: 
Leave umbrella here} Young man, I'd 


think, bein’ as you're hired by a srt gallery, you 
might have more sense aboud art. If I don’t 
have my urobrel how'm I gofa’ to point out the 
beauties of the picturs to my darters?” 

A moTHER recently noticed that her little boy 


day, and was compelll his little sister to stay 
out in the rain. , Leslie!” said she, 
“ open the door and lot Day in out of the rain.* 
“TI can’b, mamma,” was the answer. “ We're 
playing Noah's Ark, and Dolly is the sinner.” 
**Axp whet in to be the subject of your 
lecture to-morrow night, professor?” ‘' Well, 
my dear young lady, I can hardiy hope it will 
have much interest for you. I shall jecture on 
“Oh, but that’s of the greatest 
interest to me. 1 shall certainly come. You've 
no idea how I suff+r from freckles |” 

“T woxngn why it fs,” said the msn with an 
inquiring raind, tr weak the newsboys haunt the 
street-care 80 tently?” “That's perfectly 
t,”" replied the woman with him. “ There's 
no telling what minute a man may need a paper 
to keep him from seeing some woman who is 
standing.” 


Buyks :  gytvsang air, but I think you 
have my um Stranger: “ Your 
umbrella, sir 1 OL course, it may be. You know 
bands. Ha! ha! Per- 


had shut and fastened the door on a very wet |” 


Ruraw Uncrs :. ** Now, wot’s th’ use o’ teachin’ 
gale all these new-fangled studies? Wot good fe 
this ’ere astronomy you're studying?” Niece 
from Town: “ Why, uncle, it’s a delightful sub- 
ject to talk about on moonlight eveningy. We 
point out Venus, and then the young man save 
something pretty, and then—see that ring?’ 

A NERVOUS young lady called in a pbysiclan for 
8 slight ailment, but one which she magnified, in 
her own estimation, into a serious one. “ Ran,” 
said the doctor to a servant, giving him a pre- 
scription, “to the nearest chemiat’ 8, and bring 
back the medicive as quickly ss you can.” “Ie 
there much danger?” asked the young lady, in 
alarm, “ Yew,” said the doctor; “if your ser- 
vant is nob quick {t will be useless.” Oh, 
doctor, shall I die?” the patient, “ There 
is no danger of that,” said the aenee “but you 
may get well before John returns,” 

* Don't you know that wearing a silk hat with 
a tweed sult is bad form!” remarked the man 
who sat ab the end of the table. ‘ Yes,” replied 
the literary man. “ That’s why I wear it.” ‘' Ob,” 
said the man at the end of the table, “ you wish 
to ap eccentric. Is that the idea?” “ Not 
at ail,” replied the literary mav. “Then why?” 
asked the man at the end of the table, “Ob,” 
replied the literary man, “just to give fellows 
like you something to talk about,” And then the 
man at the end of the table went into his shell, 
and had nothing more to say for the rest of the 


“ An’ hoos the guid wife, Sandy?” sald one 
farmer to another, as they met in the market- 
= and exchanged snufi-boxes, “ Did ye no 

that she’s dead and buried ?” seid Sandy, 
“Dear me!” exclaimed his friend, 
sympathetically, “surely ib must have beed very 
sudden ?” " Aye, ” it was endden,” returned 
Sandy. “ Ye see, when she turned ill we hadua 
time to send for the doctor, eae I gied her a bib 
of powther that Thad | fog in my drawer for » 
yoar or twa, an’ that I hed got frae the doctor 
toysel’, but hadna ta’en. What the powther was 
I dinua verra weel ken, but she died soon after. 
It’s a sair lose to me, I can aesure ye, bub it’s 
something to be thankfu’ for I didna tak’ the 


powther mysel’,” 
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SOCIETY. 


Tas Empress Frederick will visit the Queen at 
O.borne during the winter, but nob until early ia 
next year, 

‘THR Qaeen’s ealmonu fishery on the Dee is abcut 
the best water fa Scotland ; but since the Duke 

f Coburg gave up fisaivg it, it rarely provides 
eport to avyone save the Princess of Wales and 
ber daughters. 

Ir ia belleved that the Queen will pay @ visib 
to Lord and Lady Salisbury an Hatfield. cowards 
the end of November, takicg tea with the Prime 
Minister and Lady Salisoury, acd returning to 
Wiadaor fn. time for the usual nine o'clock 
dinner, 

THe sew palace buili for the Graod Duke 
Alexander Mishaelovitch and the Grand Dachess 
Menla Alexandrovna, sister of the Czar, on the 
plans of the Count de Rochefort, is quite finluhed 
and ready for their reception. 

Tus Parsees of Bombay recently ‘sent to the 
Qasen an Indian cseket of very beautiful work- 
wanship, inscribed “To her Majesty, Quéen 

storia, Empress of India.” It fe an expression 
of thelr loyalty to their Iosperial ruler, end 
contains an address of congratulation on the 
celebration of Her Majesty’s Diamond Jabilee. 

Prince anp Princess Caantes or Drweark 
are to pass the winter months (November, 
December, and January) ab Appleton, their rest- 
dence near Sandringham, From the beginning 
of February until about the middle of May they 
are to be at Copenhagen, in Eagland from the 
migdie of May until the end of July, and then 
again in Denmark for three monthe, 

Tur Eoapress of Russials expected af Balmoral 
this. moath for two or three days, ou a private 
visit to the Queen. The Empress, who wil be 
ueconmpanied irom Darmstadt to Balmoral by her 
eister, Princess Louis of Battenberg, ia to main- 
tain the very atrictest incognito during. her 
journey and while she fs in this country, 

Tre Prince and Princess of Wales are to be 
the guests of the Queen at Windsor Caatle from 
Saturday, December. jith, until noon on Tuesday 
the ldth, when. they, will.retura to-town after 
attending -@ meracrial ‘service ‘in the Frogmore 
Mausoleum, and later io the afternoon they, will 
proceed to Welbeck Abbey on a visit to the Duke 
and Duchess of Portland, travelling by special 
train from King’s Cross to Worksop. They are 
to. be. accompanied by. I'sinsees Victoria and 
Prince and Piimcess Charies of Denmark, and 
they will stay at Welbeckh until Saturday 
the 18th. 

Tan, Princess of Wales bas, fb is aaid, takom a 

very great dislike to smoking, Tais ie something 
very new, for nob only did sha never object to 
emoking before, but bas herself very frequently 
dvudulged It fs a well-known fact that her ciater, 
the Dowager Eajpress of Ruasia, is an inveterate 
smoker, As everyone knows, the Quieeu has 
always objetted to smoking, and it ix raid that 
thic change in the views of ‘the Pcincess of 
Wales on the subjeet of the Goddess Nicotina 
has been extremely pleasing to our Savereign 
Lady, 
Many of the differeat Roysities are greatly 
interested in the collecting of postsge-etamps, 
and have very valuable collections, The young 
Queen of Holland is an ardent philatelist, 1+ is 
seid that she bas a rare collection of Datch 
stamps, and fa greatly dieappointed because those 
in use now in Holland still bear her efigy when 
she was but ten years old. The Dutch ministers 
have decided not to issne a new ‘portrait of her 
Majesty until the occasion of her marriage, and 
if will then be on, certain state. papers only. 
The Duke of York is particularly fond of 
Australian stamps, of which he has a valuable 
collection. His Sydney views are especially fine, 
and the envy of those fortunate philatelists who 
are privileged to faspech them: Many of the 
large “Londen deslers do business with Hig 
Royal Highners, although they are not brought 
into direct relationship with him, all the par- 
chasing being conducted by a member of the 
London Philatelic Society, 





STATISTICS. 


A qoop camel. will travel one hundred miles 
a Gay for ten days, 


Tas entire eoast-line of the globe is said to 
be about 156,000 miles 

Ts the number of murders Italy leads Earope, 
In the number of eufcides Ruesia is ahead, 


Tue longest artificial watercourse in the 
world fs the Bengal Canal, 900 miles ; the next 
fs the Erie, 363, 

THERE ara more women in Beltich India 
(124,000,000) than there are men, women, 
and children fn Great Britain, Franee, and Ger- 
many put together, with the populations of 
several minor Kuropesn States cast in as well. 


Paorontionatety, there is no great town in 
the civilized world that bas eo few daily morning 
papers as London, This is due to the large ex- 
penditure involved in starting cue. Anyone con- 
templating starting a London morning paper 
must be ready to lose £30,090 to £40,000 per 
annum for the frst two or three yeare, 





GEMS, 


Live on your best faculties, and rest om the 
best memories, 


PaTrence canuct remove, bub it cam always | 


dignify and alleviate misfortune, 
Oprproarunity makes short calls, When one fs 
out it leaves a card and moves ox, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Gugsn Porsto Losr,—For this, mix with the 
potate any remalnos of green vegetable, anch as 
cabbage, cauliflower or spinnch; “beat ‘all, well 
in 9 saucepan before putticg into the monid, or 
the green part will not be warmed through. Bake 
fo the mould, or mould fo smell quantities and 
fry carefully in boiling dripping. 

Lruwox Crram.—Into a pind of thick cream 
put the yolks of two eggs, well beaten, four 
ouncea Of sifted flour, and the thinly-cut rind of 
one lemon. Boil snd stir constantly until almost 
cold, Put the juice of # lemon into a glass 
custard dish and pour the cream upon it, stirring 
until quite cold, ‘ 

Breaporvus Frrrrers.—Soak ‘two cupfuis of 
fine, brown breadcrumbs fa one quart of boiling 
milk. Beat this to a smooth paste, add the yolks 
of three eggs, one tablespoonful of melted butter, 
one teaspoonful of grated nutmeg, one saltepoon- 
ful of salt and the same quantity of soda, Lastly 
stir in the etifily-beaten whites of the three eggs. 
Fry in boiling lard and spriukle with foe sugar. 

Corp Lams Coriers.—Out the lola of cold 
roast lamb into cutlete‘about an inch fn thickness, 
dip them in egg and breadcrumbs ; season a cup 
of crumbs with a half teaspoonful of salt, @ salt- 
spoonfal of pepper, and @ balf nfal of 
finely chopped mint, and fry a light brown in hot 
butter. Prepare in the morning, as they’are to 
be served cold round a mound of tiny carrota, 

Swret Pickies,—-Two dozan cucumbers, four 
heads of cabbage, one peck of green tomatose; ore 
dozen onions, two heads cauliflower, three ounces 
of ‘white wmurluard seed, two ounces of celery 
neods, one box of mustard, two ‘and  one- 


half pounds of brown suger. Let the cticumbers | 
stand three days In briae éhat will float ‘an |. 


egy. Slice the onions, chop thé eabbage, 
cauliflower, and tomatoes the day before making: 
Sprinkle with salt in proportion of halfa pint to 
a peck, When ready to 


cut them im slices, Let all simmer slowly to 


kettle together for one hour anda half, Then } 


bobtle, 4 


make, equesze the brine } ; 
out of the cucumbers, wipe them off; ‘peel, and |, 





MISOELLANEOUS. 


Sanpuxa ia the name of the enall 


property the 
Queen has bought close to Windsor Castle. It 
cost her Majesty close upon £12,000. 


Onx of the most carious stoves in the world is 
found io Finland, Ibias catural barometer, and 


ges 
shortly before an approzchivg rein, 
wie © tee een ree spote of 


water which drops from the roof evaporates, the 
lime is left behind, and, acting asa uh, ib 
giuee great. layers of the. snail shells toge 


brellas-—that is, umbrellas covered with new 
sput glass cloth—will be in general use, The 
great advantage these “umbrellas” witl possess 
is that the hoider will be able to percelve where 
he or she iv going, and there fs considerably lese 
danger of jabbing it ia some unoff, ‘per- 
son's eye, or colliding violently with the lamp- 
post, for which ts the present article is 
often responsible,’ 


Tune is a plant fo Je “called the life- 
plant, because it. is Sinseet bebbsechta 6s kit {t, 
or any portion of It. When a leaf ia cub off and 
hung up by 2 etting ft sends out white, 'thread- 
like roote, gathers tivisture from’ the'air, and be- 
gins to grow new leaves. Even when pressed and 
packed away by » botenist it has beeu known to 
outgrow the lea¥es of the book’ in whith 1b wae 
placed, The only way to kill it is by the heat of 
a hot iron or of beiling water, °° *. | 

Many of the so-called Seoteh pleide are not 
tartans ab all in the literal *of ‘the word, 
There are about thirty-one vi rit tartan plaids 
to-day, the coguizance of as ‘many Sxrotch clans. 
Qasen Victoria, belog »-~Stuart, wears the d 
of that clan, She also wears the Victoria” 
‘plaid of the, Stuart 


cr 


colour. It te said to be derived frout the French 
‘« tertaine,” signifying “linsey wooleey,” . « 


The shelly ere apparently as intact gx when the 
contents consist of nuts and 


o6e ne thn the 
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NOTICES TO. CORRESPONDENTS. 


resransie Ste sini falhogi bie’ vi 
Monron.—There is no consul for Demerara. 
Eco.—The person who ordered it must pay. 
M. P.—No; could not guarantee eny of them, 
petite tomentose weeote petont ae 
t 
rants what removes it ia. con et wal not de to | a8 
another, Syigeed: « 2./ TRI 


Wonxeay, a are entitied to wages 
Ty beet i during; 


__20em Dales» fury 4s unsnimous no verdiot gan 
with cased, sister is 

eee a dege: wife's Hegai 

pCR soon dies without leaying @ will her 


Dovsrrun Branen. + Yer, you shonid refuss. such 
attentions by all means, 


Csrzpiess.—-In adopting a child you get just what} 


you hargetn for amd mo more... _ 
Owe Wao Hestrareis—We see ‘no’ teason why you 
should not do as'you propose, 


U _ aa 
will apbarn patto ib ted wir lover and is worthy ho 


Jack Jowes —It is a good rule not to favest mouey in 
fp papnaandyagrenl . 


anything ot 
ELLEN oe. were j- Ar Rema you 
are se 
Ses do fe be to. ata 
fa eae your ae ™ 
Man.—' Won't” for !' will nob"! is wae 


speaking, a grameiadion! eepreda. 


Counray Bnaton, Pancras, 
Croce bedlldhe ane With a chase teens tacks tae a 
trying’ to 


Forrunt’s’ Poou — spent in 
regen ou bare fasted would only add to 


PR Foyer Arp Uotv.—A ay ee eee ae oaeliy tee : 


was the Oop Of Dlabopries ‘ 


and uot, strictly 


ConLzorom. There abe-pertadicad eales of autographs 
where one may often 0 i up 4 saber of Geatretle 
names at reasonable prices. 

Casey. — Punjab is eo iatialk: from two Persian 
words & & five eae epee Nanette: tu. the five 
rivers Ww: through . 


Mueraoporrray.--8t. scan 
children—was a neble Roman youth 
— Diocletian, av, 804. 


£ Fay on nntil the amount really owing 


patron saint of 
martyred by the 


20 ena sang) then ra 
wish reostpt bn fall from thoes, baits 
AMBrrroUs, ros. Bary wilter glvor a new vernon accord. 
lug to his a! In Iiterary work originality in the 
most fan: 

Jm's-P, 


seatences “ * 
begin ati wad tat eh at the —. bias | $2" oomponeltents,” 
one begine when the other ends. : 


F. A. O.—The is not bound to make more 
than ene ‘The rate is due immediately afcer 

it has beta 4 can be recovered forthwiti. 
teers malt be more m if yand ae al “ 
Ba mae oe 25 20. more 


Pickwick.—Take no Potatoes, cn or exbege, 


pe = lh meno si will fod 
t ‘foods, Hike ake corn sono yoy ely 


"Ca Hovsewire—Try borax. his 
* wey scattered prey ge in rid eeanee Naber run-wa: ne 

pon shelveg, floors. ber places w 
frequent. ; . 
F lin san ~ egg mrt to he pcan 
that have pagged bet thers be rot med to 
the o | ownera, j 

Moraen oF —The defect of the house is rather 


Nascy Ye Loney! wat uty then ye Sonal ager Aye 
ry the loathe 3 hel ee ms 
par don aa arg ir an Pp to keep 
‘¢ last. longer. 


sodt, and thus make { 
‘Onn —We are sorry you should be in 
‘trouble, but are you not magnifying 1t? A mouth’'s 
is not so long. y things may 
have to suddenly call himaway, Letters may 


Novics.—The best thing you can do is to write to 
Moa wna apc nang ope ga Rig mar 
a, good enongh to send. you 
net to candidates for that post, with date 
of next examination ; all will be sent gratis. 


. Onxr.—Poel some potatoos, and icut into tite slices, 


them and dry them place in fry 
on oe anil plunge into the hot fat. When golden an 
with. salt, and 


crlep remove, drain om paper, 6 


i 


Sny ann Awxwarp,—The yo lady may be either 
fickle or false’; but more never cared much 
for your attentions. a vice is to declare yourself 
ima manly, straightforward way, and then you will 
ing you. ascertain what are her real sentiments respect- 

you. 

“Maperznma.—You certainly possess a very perfect 
- gare, re eh een Fad pe! by proper dtet 


and exercise, to phess you how Sea8, 
not feel dias ptated wh ane pane because ora are 


wt byt ace ae every particular; it fa impossible that 
should be the care with anyoue, 


Ne 


LONGINGS. 
How often we, while searching and while longing 


For one true lover, 

Vaconecious brush omit the. dally thronging 
The clothes that co 

A heart that needed pat @ word or'token 


Do lowe forever ; 
A sou! that, but » look to love had broken, 
Now given never. 


gx | soda spirit gives us kindly warning” 
We never tea epceinan ciada the morning 


tn that stravge eye ; 
VJoknowingly we go to search with sorrow 
heart of 


And 
For what is-here and never will to-morrow 
| Bring it again. A 


The infinite sweet longing for affection, 
For buman love, 

Throws on our aeent: ~ mirror Iie reflection ; 
No auswering m 

ba ign to the throbbing ¢f the other, 


as our own; 
mene heart waves intoreepting one another, 
Make mute love's tone. 

How strange ‘twill be to know, tu heaven above us, 
That aweetest bliss, 
When. most we needed. one true heart to love us, 

Has passed Hie this 
A Pomet’ 's look, a glance, and from our vision 


They go; and lo, 
Tho ovine’ heart would male our lify elysian 
We did not.know, 


B. B.—All pawned goods ere forfeited, and. may be 
sold, igh ge aang . if not rexiewed. An account 
* Pe nga of ple opr ve ten shillings must he kept, 

aid to the owner, if demanded, within 
roadie years ae Sdaee i sale, under & penaity of #10 and 
treble the sum lent. 

Pearuexep axbd Taovusten.--A young man fn our 
opinion, would be very foolish to marry a girl who tells 
him that ® reason exists why she should not marry 
Le and ee ade, time is willing to marry him, but 

an a Such a marriage could 
abe. otherwise than unhappy. 


brought frora Ch hi = 
Oanton, where the pot nw the ney ay 

pins upon ft, gives em ent to several thousand 

Soly ‘peteh, GUE ie ated toh Gh, ail the vurietico ad 
an u ¥ 6 

pedal sateen sulted to she subject. * 

Anmrern.—Two ounces cheese, half ounce 

batter, pepper and wa ene eee grate the 4 cheese an’ pnt it = 


aamali saucepan with the ba butter, and salt and pepper te 
taste, break the eggs into the atir over the fire 
until it begins to thicken, then & cen cnt 
ull {6 tee little thick ; have neat of tosst and 
pile the mixture on them and serve 


Ratra.—The custom of héalths i¢ vatd to 
tierce Sass ager when a 


preroises w 
more }; sometimes they are induced to fit 
holes feesty with chloride of 





him for a year oe 

wt Nrwds The presstite of « ¢ shoe may be relieved 
by applying a sloth, wr: te water, to it 
Mise Fs Sg cad ly Soa a 
Waick 1 W: 1--White frost is frozen 

eerie aad ate 

the of hear fr 

Cavazat.—Put ; ’ 

or better still as ze Pes cypeen ge sah ar ; 

cic Safi es a 

exvludbyy the not he alr passage, 


Racuzt.—Take of soft soap and rotten-stone abéut 
equal ——s with water snffiicient to make them 
into a stiff ; diesolve all together by simmering 
gently in a “ok Soe. beth. When made rub on to the 
metal = a soft woollen rag, and poliah with a mixture 
of phy Bape wht 1 rotten-stone. Finish with a leather 

ry w 


N. F. a rine Webb was drowned in the 
rapids of Nagar, below the fails, on 24th July, 1£42, 
ope groped bien ytd the part of the river between 

the faliand smooth water some considerable distance 
down ; the eeeaan is greatly obstructed with huge rocks, 
and; the current of water being very rupld. prod uses 


8. O.—As 

havhig provioualy be rok any and being incited to 
<img. Rep oby seca Ped nay Faure 
are le tu damages to the person 
bitten ; sn Beer that the anima! has had her first bite, 
should she take another your lability is beyond question ; 

80 see that she is tied up in future, 
such 


Mort18.—Experts will not pass an opinion tpon 
instroments without examining them and knowilug 
their history. If the violin is a genuine old Stradi. 
varius, it is a valuable instrament, but there have been 
very many tmitations, some of them, however, «f 
most exquisite tome, and almost as useful for their 
musical qualities as any of tho old timers. 

SaromE.—The Jewish year is not divided into months 
which comer pons exactly with ours, They have thirteen 
monthe in their year, the first of which ita called Tisri, 
and nearly corresponds to our Osteber, The other 
months In order are : ae Cisleu, ee Bebat 
Adar, nae Nisan, }jar, Sivan, Tammuz, A b; and 
Etul.’ The Mohammedans have twelve months !n thelr 
yoar. 

Swear Toorn.—For raspberry cream, beat a pint of 
aweot cream io a double boiler; mash a pint of red 
raspberries and rub through a colander, to get cut the 
seede ; pour the bot cream over the berries, sweeten to 
teats and ooo] ; whip a pint of cream until firm, then. 
a two or three ee ny of powdered sugar ; fill 

‘bot glaseos partly full of the raspberry cream, and 
arse over it some of the aaaeel cream, 

Joor’s Lass,—Pat half pound o. barley meal fn 
basin ahd put on a capful of milk to boil, add « little 
salt to the meal ; pour as much boiling milk among tho 
meal, stirring vigorously all the time, as makes a thicic 

} take thia paste and voll it out thinly, cut it in 
jour, aod put it on a hot griddle to bake on woth aiden =. 
sometimes a little bit of butter or dripping is boile. 
along with tho milk. 

Guisia,—The gold-fish, though a native of China, & 
quite naturalised tn this king , where it breeds a* 
freely in the open air as carp. . About the year 172° a 
— of these fiahes were imported and ¢irculated 

round the vicinity-of London, whence they have been 
sipmere distributed to the remotest parts of the island. 
oriuant colour of this fish is Fohat of gold of a 

sent Ppriliiant eppearance, 


Rosesvn.—Take a newspaper, fold it small, d{p it in 
® basin of clean cold water. When tnasonéhin. wet, 
squeeze it outas you do « sponge; then rub it pretty 
hard all over the surface of the glass taking care that It 
fa not so: wet aa to run down in atre: amas 5 in fact, the 
paper must only be completely motlst or d 
all through Let it rest a ‘few miuntes, then go over 
the glass with « ploce cf fresh dry newspaper till it looks 
clear aud bright. 

CornAum.—For corn dumplings, make a x {!0e, light 
biscult dough and form if into small, thin rounds, just 
large enough to bold a heapin teaspoonful of corn, 
seasoned to testo, Add a lump of butter and form into 
sane See Corn. pre y cooked on the ear 
ia casier to wee than fresh, unless. the latter is weld 
drained, as the milk of the corn makes the closing of 
the dumplings éiffieult.. Steam for about twenty 
minutes and serve as a garnish to etewed chicken, 


Da. Fevu —That you hare been introduced to 4 man 
doca not ey that you must continue the acquaint- 
ance. People are sometimes brough¢ together for a. 
time under circumetances which render it at least wise 
that introductions shall foilew. The lady and gertie- 
man will at such times be polite in every particular, ro 
tmoatter what antipathies oy exist or be formed. . Tt 
does not tollew, however, ¢ should free 
man again when you meet him it Ne yy him, and 
it is very indiscrest, not to say ill for him to per~ 
sist in bowing or speaking, aa the case may be. 


wasnot known to be vicious, never 





Tux Loxpox a can be sent to any part of the 
ig raise Weokly ; or Quarterly, 

A Richtpecbe Tho yearly subscri ay *4 
for the Mecniy Part, including Cbristyoas Part, is 
Right Shillings and Bightpence, post-free. 


Aw Back Noumezrs, Panre and Votcmes sro in 
print, and may be bad of any Booksellers. 


NOTICH,—Parb: 437, eo Ready, tk en 
Sear: x } mene ‘ia 








Tax INDEX to Vou. LX}X. fs now Ready; Price 
One Penny, poet-free, Three-halfpence, 


Aut Lerrers ro se Appessep to THe Enirok 


wom be | ort Loxvom Reaper, 26, Catherine Street, Strand, 





sane We cannot andortake to return rejected. manu- 
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TROUBLES FROM ELSEWHERE. 


Ir, instead of being a practically free trade 
country, Great Britain imposed heavy duties on 
everything that comes from abroad, there is at 
least one American product which no revenue 
arrangements would be able either to exclude or 
to impose a successful tariff upon;—and that is 
the fearful weather manufactured in the Gulf of 
Mexico, which, in the form of gales and tem- 
pests, often reaches our coasts and does a lot of 
damage on sea and land. And the Gulf of 
Mexico is about 4,000 miles distant. 

“ Speaking of how many of our prevailing com- 
plaints arise,” said my old friend the Retired 
Physician, “there is one fact that accounts for 
most of them ; and if people understood it, and 
would remember it, they wouldn’t be so fuddled 
and frightened every time they fall ill. For they 
would be able, in the majority of cases, to stop the 
trouble at the outset, as a man puts his foot on a 
burning match and so prevents a conflagration. 

‘‘T refer to the common ailment of indigestion. 
The food stays in the stomach ; it creates acids ; 
these acids get into the blood and play the mischief 
with the whole system—that ts what makes 
rheumatism. Now, there are various kinds of 
rheumatism, all hard to cure after once they get 
started. A man loses many working or business 
days on account of rheumatism and of a first 
cOusin of it—namely, neuralgia. There are also 
many sorts of neuralgia; neuralgia in the head, 
neuralgia in the muscles, &c¢.—all painful and bad. 
But they all come from the stomach. In fact, 
when anything is the matter with you, that you 
cannot see through directly, the stomach is almost 
certain to be at the bottom of it. 

“When the limb of a tree rots off, it’s no use 
to doctor the broken place. Go to the root; the 
reason is down there. Just the same when a 
man’s eye or his nose, or his toe hurts him, the 
trouble is likely to have something to do with his 
digestion. All this is plain enough to me now, 
but I practised medicine nearly forty years before 
I found it out; and even then I didn’t find a 
remedy. No, I shall not hunt for one at this late 


day ; I am 75 years old and getting tired.” 


On this, I (the writer) read my old. friend the 
éillorion letter, and asked his opinion of it. 
‘In the spring of 1893,” runs the letter, “I 





began to lose my good health, .I felt low, weak 
and languid. I had no appetite or relish for meals, 
and after eating suffered pain and a feeling of 
heaviness at the chest, also shooting pains from 
the chest to the back. I had frequent attacks of 
dizziness, and it seemed as if I must faint away. 
At such times I was obliged to grasp something 
to keep me from falling. At night I obtained 
little sleep, and often sat up in bed for hours, 
owing to the pain. 

‘ Better and worse I remained until September 
of last year (1895) when I was so weak I could 
scarcely get about, and feeling so bad | thought I 
should not be here long. Nothing did me any 
good until Mrs. Rack, of Ferriby, recommended 
me to try Mother Seigel’s Syrup. I got a bottle 
from Mr. Johnson’s drug stores, and after taking 
it a few days felt quite a new woman. I could 
eat and enjoy my meals and had no pain after- 
wards. When I had used three bottles of Mother 
Seigel’s Syrup I was well as ever, and have kept 
in good health ever since. You can publish. this 
statement as you like. (Signed) (Mrs.) John 
Twidle, South Ferriby, Barton-on-Humber, Lin- 
colnshire, November 5th, 1896.” 

“That,” said my venerable medical friend, “is 
exactly a case in point. In my long practice asa 
doctor I was called upon to prescribe for cases 


like it almost constantly. But dyspepsia isa very © 


deceitful and deluding complaint. There is 
scarcely an ailment which it does not more or less 
resemble. It depends on the constitution of the 
person attacked and the conditions under which 
the doctor first sees it. Sometimes it is mistaken 
for a nervous lesion and often for consumption 
itself. The truth is that nearly all our familiar 
maladies are outgrowths and symptoms of dys- 

pepsia ; and dyspepsia is a feeder to, if not the 
cause of, every organic affection. The safe way 
is to consider any case of illness as founded zt” a 
more or less serious digestive disturbance, unless 
we have early proof to the con “ 

When I showed this wise old man the evidence 
of the wide success of Mother Seigel's Syrup in 
curing dyspepsia, and its sequel, he remarked, 
“JT am right glad it is so, even if it does. contra- 
vene the dignity of the medical profession. It is 


not the first time the weak things of this world | 


have confounded those that are mighty.” 
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